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HIS GRACE - 
H E N R ** 


Work OF BUCCLEUGH, 
THESE. POEMS ARE, . | 
WITH THE MOST PROFOUND RESPECT, 
INSCRIBED BY THE AUTHOR, 
AS A PUBLIC TESTIMONY - 
N = 
THE MOST SINCERE VENERATION, 
WHICH Is 80 JUSTLY DUE 
TO THE WORTHY FRIEND, 
AND 


LOVER OF HIS COUNTRY. 


VERSES addreſſed to his Grace 
HENRY Duke of BUCCLEU GH. 


O, happy Muſe ! with grateful ſong explore 
The ftreams, and. groves, which grace Esx's winding 
ſhore. 
There, down the NEIL dale and vocal wood, 
Plain with the feather'd tribes your ſonnets rude, - 
Hear the firſt trooping choir ſalute the f. bring. 
The finch and linner blend their warbling throat 
In ceaſeleſs concert, to the lively note 
Of mellow blackbird : Ph:ilomel fo ſweet 
Complain, and Halcyon with reſpondence meet 
To the baſs cadence of the waters fall ; 
O'er gay parterres hear whifp'ring Zephyrs call, 
Charm'd Echo from ber PRINECELY Bow'R ſtill anſwer- 
ing to all. : 
Oer fair Powona's walks the Muſe would rove, 
Nor envy TEMPE's vale, nor fabl'd grove : 
A FAIRER chan PomonA bears command, 
Or $HE who haunts EukoTA'S flow'ry ſtrand, 
And leads a brighter CHOIR : the angel grace 
Of young eye d beauty marks her NOBLE RACE. 
The TRAIN of blooming Ho E fit ſmiling there, 
Full fweet the FRU1T whoſe 3Los sou ſhews fo fair! 
A nation turns, and marks with pleas'd ſurpriſe, 
The godlike viRTUEs of their RACE ariſe: 
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Sees from the PARENT TREE his BRANCHEs ſhoot, 
With promiſe rip'ning into GOLDEN FRUIT. 
That beſt amB1T10N to be TRULY GREAT, 
And wed bright Ho No to a high eſtate; 
Making the tide of all their greatneſs flow 
Back to the ocean, whence its ſuccours grow ; 
To BouNTEoUs HEAVEN, that gave a PRINCELY SHARE, 
For bleſſing thouſands caſt upon their care: 
Gave POWER and WORTH, an image of her own, 
To ſhake Corruption on her venal throne : | 
Gave ELOQUENCE, to rouſe the KINDLING BAND 
Of PATRIOTS FIRM, and fave a ſinking land. 
To crown FINE TALENTS, gave a PRINCELY sour, 
Like magnet faithful to its native pole; 
With ardor in their COUNTRY'S CAUSE to burn, 
And every virtue to this CENTER turn; 
To ſtem the plagues which taint a nation's blood, 
The bane of Av'rice, Riot's torrent flood; . 
The tide of venal baſeneſs, and the ſhame, 
The worſt to blaſt a nation's awful fame. 
T unmaſk the ſnakes of Faction's hydra band, 
And cruſh each mean uſurper thro the land. 
To expel the STYG! AN brood, and woo the GRACE 
Of evsL1c viRTVEs to reſume their place : 
Woo concokRD,. PEACE, with wreaths of olive crown'd, 
From dove-like wing diſpenſing bleſſings round; 
The PUBLIC LOVE which blaz'd in happier times 
Bright TEMPERANCE, unſtain'd with modern crimes : 
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Rough 1#DUSTRY to build the cout ỹ,] wear, 
And fraught with great pEs1Gns the PUBLIC ZEAL, 
To touch each cordial ſpring ; the PARENT, SOUL, 
Like FIRE PROMETHEAN to inſpire the whole. 

THEY come, each glorious PURPOSE to purſue; 
At their approach, ſee fading ſcenes renew : 
City and mart with NEW-BORN PRIDE appear; 
And rural ſcenes the BLaom of EDEN wear. 
COMMERCE, more gay, explores each diſtant land, 
And richer HARVESTS tempt the.reapers hand. 
The cHERIs&H'D ARTS, with fond ambition join, 
To charm the LIBERAL SOUL that makes them ſhine: 3 
BRIGHT SCIENCE lifts aloft her ſtarry head ; 
And every MUSE explores the SHELT'RING SHADE. 
Such was my theme, as by the winding ſtream 

Of ſhady Esx I ſhunn'd the Summer beam; 
Liſt'ning, Iheard, or ſeem'd to hear the call 
To vifit, NOBLE SCOTT, thy PRINCELY HALL: 
Following with grateful ſtep, * The ſtorm is o er, 
I faid, my bark now finds a ſhelt'ring ſhore. 
* 'Th' infidious ſhelves are paſt, which lurking lay, 
Like deadly Malice, to devour their prey. 
] fear not galling Scorn's envenom'd dart; | 
„Nor Envy's ſnake, which gnaws the Villain's heart: 4 
„Nor Critic's fang, nor Harpy s hateful cry, 
„My CHIEFTAIN's PALACE is my SANCTUARY.” 


Edinburgh, 8th July, 1771. 


T o 
The Right Honourable 
The Lady ELIZABETH SUTHERLAND, 
Counteſs of SUTHERLAND, 
Lady STRATHNAVER, &c. 


To the Lady ELIZABETH WEMVSS. 
To the Lady ALVA. 
To his Grace JOHN Duke of ATHOLE.. 


And to all the HONOURABLE GUARDIANS of the 
NOBLE HEIR and REPRESENTATIVE. of the moſt an- 
cient EARLS of SUTHERLAND, . | 


Theſe Cantos are, 
With the moſt profound reſpect; 
Infcribed by their moſt devoted 


Humble ſervant, 


RoBERT CoLlvILI 
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ADVERTISEMENT T. 


TE deſign of theſe cantos now offered to the pu- 
blick, is to celebrate the late deciſion of the Britiſh 


PEERS, in favours of the NOBLE HEIR and REPRESE N= 
TATIVE of the moſt illuſtrious and ancient Earls of Su- 
THERLAND. 

The invaſion of ScoTLAND by the ScanDIan PRINCES, 
is a dark period of hiſtory, and moſt ſuitable of any for 
poetical relation and invention. Fancy may range un- 
challenged in ſo large a common, and defy the jargon of 


critical ſtrictures, 
The conflict here related happened at ſome little diſtance 


from the Caſtle of DUNRoBIN, the ancient ſeat and reſi- 
dence of theſe HEROES. After ravaging the ſouthern 
counties of SCOTLAND, SUENo landed in SUTHERLAND, 
and was there entirely defeated. Some tombs of the Da- 
NISH KING and his CHIEFTAINS, are ſtill to be ſeen at 
ſome little diſtance from the FaMmiLy SEAT. 

The writer of theſe cantos ſhall obſerve in his own de- 
fence, that any rigid criticiſm upon his introducing what 
ſome will ſay, names and families too modern, appears 
altogether frivolous, as BUCHANAN and others on theſe 
times, repreſent the CHIEFTAINs in LoTHIAN, MERS E, 
and FiFE, as preſent at theſe encounters with the Scax- 


DIAi4N PRINCES, 


DYsSA4RT, 21ſt MARCH 1771, 
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CALEDONIAN HEROINE, 
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INVASION AND FALL 
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Such were the words of the Bards in the days of the ſong, 
when the Ring heard the mufic of harps, and the. tales of other 


times. OsS$S1aN, 

L OUD ſwell'd the breeze from Noxwar's ſhore, 
The wild waves growl'd with deaf ning ſound, 

As EuRus trump was heard to roar, 

Muſt ring his airy ſquadrons round, 


B 
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Sadly along the groaning wood 

Demons of death were heard to call, 
In ſummons, where: proud bulwarks ſtood, 
In warlike ſtrength round WILLIAMu's hall. 


There, mid her faithful vaſſal train, 
With hearts to conquer, or to die, 
ELIZ A ſat.; her beauteous mein 
Eclips'd by Sorrow's tearful eye. 


In fable weeds her reincely ſtate 
Was veil d; the charm of youthful bloom, 
In clouds · ef grief; for ſhe had wept, 
An orphan, o'er her patents tomb. 


No father's arm to ſhield this flow'r, 
No mother's wakeful care to tend, 
No brother bold *fainſt hoſtile pow'r, 
To riſe the noble orphan's friend. 


Helpleſs herſelf, and all forlorn, 

Her guide, her guard, ſweet Innocence, 
'Gainſt worldly rapine, fraud, or ſcorn, 
Her bulwark high, ſtood Providence. 


And tidings of fierce SuEN' were told, 
How winged fleets in dread array | 
Approach'd : the SCANDIAN vulture bold; 
With keen eye hov'ring o'er his prey. 
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Their brother's blood . ſtain'd DouvRt Nos * plain, — 
Vengeful they fear nor wind nor wave; | 


They vow'd loſt trophies to regain, 
Or find their warlike kinſmens grave. 


With twelve tall ſhips, and horrent arms, 
His banners ſtreaming to the gale, 

Firſt SokENo ruſh'd with fierce alarms, 
With him three thoufand warriors fail. 


Fierce followed on the foaming flood, 
With equal ſhips and equal hoſt, 

Like eaglet bent on ſpoil and blood, 
The furious PRINCE, his father's boaſt, 


ALRIc, who taught his helmed crew 

To launch keen ſhafts from DorRINE bows, . 
With ten ſhips o'er,the billows flew ; 

Two thouſand ſxill d the train compoſe. 


Next ſtcer'd for Scot a” s verdant plains, . 
HENG15T the Great, the Dax 1s pride 3 = 
Two thouſand axes arm his trains, 

Eight tow'ring veſſels tem. the tide. - 


* The ancient name of Doxxocn, the chief town in $SuUrazzL aun, pleaſunt- 
ly fituated upon. the coaſt, and watered by the Firth of that name; it lies 
about ten miles to the ſouthward of the ſtately caſtle of DNN, the ſeat 55 
the moſt noble and ancient-Earls of SUTHERLAND, 
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From dreary F1NLAND's freezing flood, 
His northern bowmen ORca drew; 
Their winged ſhafts of mountain wood 
From founding horn of Rein-deer flew. 


Then, widely fam'd for naval broils, | 
Came NokRvaiN, with three thouſand ſpears, 
Full richly deck'd in ENGLISH ſpoils; 

Now ſwift for ScoT1a's ſtrand he ſteers. 


Laſt, with twelve hundred in his train, 
Their GoTHnic ſwords in gore to ſteep, 
All vengeful, for his kinſmen flain, 
Fell HuBBa plough'd the foaming deep. 


And now was heard the choſen band, 
Erſt ſent to ſcour the winding coaſt, 

* Th' invaders march along the ſtrand, 

From tempeſts *ſcap'd a dreadful hoſt. 


** Full fifty hundred bowmen bold, 
And fifty hundred ſpearmen bright, 
Wich warlike ſteeds and banner'd gold, 
Jo lord it o'er theſe walls to-night.” 


Appall'd her faithful G6UAaRD1AN roſe, 


Good heaven's great help be here ſhe cries 5 
We fall the ſpoil of bloody foes, © 


** Whoſe outrage heaven and earth defies, © © © 
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* And have we liv'd to mourn the chains 

© Of DENMARK ! to behold, fad fate! 

** Theſe tow'rs laid waſte, her rich domains, 
*© EL1za flave on SUENoO wait!“ 


Trembling ſhe ſunk; the ſtruggling” croud 
Of pow'rful paſſions ſeal'd her tungue; 
Each boſom bled ; while echoing loud 
With female cries, the caſtle rung. 


Then from her ſeat, with accents new, 
For heav'n the princely -» 41D infpir'd, 
She thus beſpoke her vaſſals true, 
In guiſe which droeping courage fir'd. 


The DaNxEes come onto witt'theſe tow'rs, 
© Eager and mighty for the fray; _ 


„ But heav'n ſhall blaſt their vaunting powers, 


Fell havock Pieree Gow deep nr 


* Fuſt i is Our cauſe, and 1 have heard 

How my FOREFATHERS, juſt and brave, 
In bloody fields their ſtandard rear d, 

© Their country's FAITH, Or RIGHTS to fave. 


„Oft have J heard the wondrous tale 

* Of glorious deeds perform'd by few ; 

* Then why ſhou'd chilling fears prevail, 
„When heav'n theſe wonders may renew? 
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And I have ſent to BexTHA's * walls, 85 
VWhere our good KING with noble hoſt 
Of warriors meets, to ward the thralls 
Of bloody SuEN from ScoTLANnD's coaſt, 


Hence, hence with fears ill-tim'd delay! 
** Heroic ardor fires. my breaſt, 
And heav'n may ſend ere morning ray, 
An arm up-railing the depreſs d- 


She ceas d; her words, like vernal ſhow'rs- 
Ta drooping fields, new. life canvey d, 

To arm the brave, who from the towers, 
Now helms and blazon'd ſhields diſplay d. 


They ſhine in arms; and high in air 

Her banners of defiance fler; 

Such was the ſign, her bands repair 

From neighbouring ſeats a dauntleſs crew. 


* BznTHA was a yery ancient town and fortreſs, it ſtood on the ſouth fide of 
the Frith of Tay, at the mouth of the river Aynoxp. Having been entirely de- 
moliſhed by an inundation of the Tay about the thirteenth century, it was foon. 
after rebuilt by the Scors King, in a moſt agreeable ſituation, as 2 garriſon 
city, and ever fince, it bears the Chieftain's name of Prarn, with 
tor of theſe lands. 


11 


Bold Hvco, ſprung: from ANCIENT LINE 
Of * FrEsSKYN fam'd in LochliIx's T wars, 
SINCLAIR, whoſe bands in helmets ſhine, 
Won from fell Nos + with honour'd ſcars, 


From-Dvuryvs walls march'd Eric brave, 


REYNALD from CLEYN ; great ALPI1N pours, 
With archers {kill'd, where o'er the wave 
Fam d HELMSDALE lifts embattl'd tow'rs.. 


* The noble family of SurutHLHAV (now repreſented by the young Counteſs, - 
the Lady ELIz AZE Tu, a minor) is inferior to none, and in the right of ancient 
nobility, has the precedence before all the Earls, being raiſed to the dignity of 
Earls of SurnkALANp, many centuries ago. The hero from whom they trace 
their deſcent was, according to the ſimplicity of theſe times, ſtiled Hvuco Fazs- 
KYN : his ſon, Wil TIA, as appears by record, was Earl of SuTHerLAnd long 
before 1214. Sprung from the moſt ancient race of ScorT15n- heroes, the re- 
cords of their proweſs and chivalry goes back to, the wars of -FixGaz and 
LociLin. 


In the troubleſome æra of Bxvcz and BAE tor, they were diſtinguiſhed for 
their ſupporting and defending the cauſe of their country againſt the inſolent ty- 
ranny and oppreſſion of Epward. And in the heroic age which followed, of 
DoucLas and Piercy, their valour and attention to re 3 was 
ſingular among the firſt. wag 

Kzuxzru, the third Earl, march'd his clan diag with Dover as; the regent, 
in that unfortunate expedition, undertaken to relieve Bzzwick, then hard preſ- 
ſed with continual fiege by the Exciisn. The battle of Har tdon-uif= 
proved fatal, in which he was flain, after uncommon proofs of his 'undaunted * 

| courage 


+ Ancient names of Noa war and Denmark, - 
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Nor fail'd the cHiETs in mountains high, 

By ocean's ſtream, or Ta1N's fo fair, 

A hoſt of brothers ſworn to die, | 3 810 
Or reſcue princely WILLIAMS HEIR. 


The bridge up-drawn, from its dark cell 
Ruſh'd iron portcullis harſh and ſtrong ; 
Peal'd from the ſpire war's dreadful knell; 
Ihe warriors o'er-the bulwarks throng. 


courage againſt the vaſtly ſuperior ſorces of the enemy. With him fell Aſo 
 DoveLas, the Earls of Ross and Caric, with James, Joux, and ALLAN 

STEWART, uncles to Rontxr the Second: this battle was loſt in 1333. | 

Wirriau, the fourth Earl, married Maxcartr, daughter of Ronzar the 
Firſt, and younger fiſter to Davio, his ſucceſſor. This prince, upon his return 
to the throne, after a tedious captivity, forfeited ſeverals of the moſt powerful, 
for their cowardice and miſcondut in the battle near Duz# am, where he loſt his 
crown and liberty for ſo many years. It ſeems ſome of the nobility had moſt 
ſhamefully retreated, without ſtriking a blow, while David was taken priſoner 
in the very center of the Exorisu army, fighting deſperately to the laſt, and 

ſtriking down his aſſailants with his gauntlet, after he had broken his fword. 

Amongſt others, he paſſed by RonzxrT Srzwaar, his nephew by his eldeſt 
ſiſter, and ſettled the crown, with the form of theſe old times, upon Al ExAx- 
ver, ſon of Macau; he-even conveened the nobles, and prevailed with 
them, in public aſſembly, to ſwear allegiance to his nephew, as his heir appa- 
rent; but upon the untimely death of this moſt-promiſing young nobleman, the 
deſign as to the ſettlement of the crown was fruſtrated, and Roszar came again 
into favour. After the death of Alx ADE, WIILIAu, his father, had other 
children by the King's ſiſter; his eldeſt was WII LIAN, fifth Earl of SurnEALA b. 
See BUCHANAN's hiſtory of — ib. 9, c. 37. 

The applauſe, with which the Earls of 1 have done er to 
nobility in later times, whether as beroes or ſtateſmen, is well known, and needs 
not to be here repeated. 
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The DanEs advanc'd in grim array, 
Fierce enſigns ſtreaming to the wind: 
Flight and amazement mark their way; 
Stalk Death and Solitude behind. 


In front, high plum'd, in glitt ring arms 
Rode gallant SUEN', his Captains round, 
Stern vet'rans train'd to war's alarms, 

And now the herald-trumpets ſound, 


** Set wide your gates ! I proffer life, 
Rebels! receive your rightful Lord, 

** Nor madly dare in bloody *. 

* The rage of Suk xo's conqu'ring ſword. 


** If, deſp'rate, ye conteran my grace, | 
And Scaxp1a's legions dare defy, 
Come forth and combat face to face, 


In bulwarks ſkulking cowards ly. 


© Who wins the field ſhall ſhare the ſpoik, 
** Theſe rich pomaixs, this caſtle fair, 
* With T1TLEs proud to crown his tolls, 
„ The vanquiſh'd death, and black — 


He ſaid, and vengeful in his mood, 


With furious brigade, forc'd his way, 
Nor mark d where ALI N's bowmen ſtood 


With winged deaths to meet their prey. 
D 
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Thrice ſtrove the narrow. paſs to gain, 
And thrice the feather'd jav'lins flew ; 
At ev'ry flight ſtretch d on the plain 
Full forty gallant DAN Es they flew, 


Enrag'd, and mourning, war's miſchance, 
Sign of retreat, he winds his horn, 
Swore by his gods, the DAN Is H lance 
Should ſhake their proudeſt walls ere morn. 


The morning blaz'd with fiery ray, 

Purpling the plain and WILLIAu's tow'rs, 
Uſh'ring the havock of the day, 
And fiercely marclrd the Dax1sH pow'rs. 


Full in the van with ſoldier's kill, 

And ſoldier's pride his camp he plac'd ; 
The rivers urg'd his wenches fill, 

And riſing tow'rs his rampart grac'd. 


Hence ten long days and ten long nights, 
His ſlings and archers ply'd the foe, 

Till, pity it was, in random fights, 

Full many a youth was laid full low. 


Thick from the walls, the iron ſhow'r _ 
Of arrowy fleet and miſſils came; 
Back ruſh'd fierce fire-brands to devour 
Their bulwarks whelm'd in ſtench and flame. 
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Harraſs' d and torn with galling wounds, 
The little hoſt their turrets grac'd, 

A braver hoſt on ScoTT1$SH grounds 

The rage of DENMARK never fac'd ; 


From rank to rank, in nodding creſt 

And burniſh'd arms, EL1za flew, 

Fight on, brave hearts, Hope in my breaſt, 
Still whiſpers what great heav'n may do.” 


With gallant ſemblance thus ſhe chear'd, EOS int ds 
Her ſoldiers ſtern, till great deſign, | 
Which oft in female breaſt had veer'd, 
Diſclos'd 'gan every chief incline. 


For ſhe had heard her ſovereign Lord 

With num'rous hoſt at Nessa * lay ; 

And ſhe muſt guide the monarch's ſword, 
Where branching friths perplex his way. 


To lead his perilous march ſhe - choſe, 
Begirt with ſelect vaſſal pow'r, 

To force her paſs thro' num'rous foes, . 
What time the ſhades of ev'ning lour. 


Now InvErness, the ancient town, or fortreſs, which ftood on the ſoutt 
ſide of the river of that name, where it falls into Muna Ax frith : it was built by - 
Evenvus Second, in ſuch a manner as to ſerve either for war or merchandize, toc 
Eaner, in the ancient Scors language, denotes a place where ſbips arrive. 
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Still eve drew round her deepning train, 
ELIZ A paſs'd with filent tread : 
Her champions to repel the DAN E, 


Heco the bold, and S1xNCLa1lk led. 


Rang'd on each ſide ſtern ALe1N drew, 
His bowmen fell, hike bulwark ſtrong ; 
While valiant CLEYN with heart fo true, 
Maintains the tow'rs with daring throng. 


And now they cros'd the Dax1sH mound, 
Th' aſtoniſh'd watch awake and die, 

By Heco there they bite the ground, 
Here S1NCLAa1R's waving ſabre fly. 


And now the mountain paſs they clear, 
Where Orcas northern ſquadrons lay; 
The Dax1sH toils like lions tear, 
Their hunters rend, a helpleſs prey. 


The chief of FINLAND guards his charge; 
In breach of war, with deſp'rate band, 
Young Okca falls by waſteful rage 

Of valiant SiNCLAIR's flaming brand. 


Dread in his wrath, with vengeful bow, 
The fire came on; his ſhafts reſound ; 
Struck to the heart by deadly blow, 
Young REYrNOLD preſs'd the bloody ground. 
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Still on EL1za forc'd her way, 
Begirt with heroes, kindred train, 

Till FiNLaNnD's haughty chieftain lay 
In fight by noble Huco lain. 


Fierce he aſſail'd the center guards, 
With ſavage rout, and ſhafts of death; 
His bow the ſhield of Durrus wards, 
Thy ſabre, Huco ! clos'd his breath. 


And now the mountain paſs ſecure 

Th' exulting hoſt prepar'd to hold, 
When bloody SuEN' with all his pow'r 
By circ'ling march with-ſtood the bold. 


Breathing revenge, the furious Da NE 
With raging bands the ScoTs beer, 
Like foaming wolves, by hunter's train, 
Ficrce baited in the tangling net. 


In wedging brigade, thrice they toil'd 
With faulchions keen to hew their way ; 
And thrice in circling orb recoil'd, 

Huco repair'd his grim array. 

In front young SUEN provokes the ſtrife, 
And LanGvaL brave and ToRBOlL flew, 
Fierce Durrus for his vaſſals life, 

Cleft Ivar ſtern, and DarGo thro, 
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O'ertoil'd and ſpent by NoR vlg 's wound, 
Brave S1NCLA1R from the front retreats : 
By HENG1sT valiant Dorus ſtund. 

Is borne apart by faithful mates. 


Then HuGo ceas'd from fruitleſs toil. 
Where fates oppoſe ; to ALPIN calls, 
Wich active bows the DaxEs embroil, 
We fall or muſt regain our walls.“ 


Around his PRINCELY CHARGE he caſt 
The bulwark of his buckler ſtrong ; 
Swift to the walls like lightning preſt ; 
Like Parthian AL?1N fought along. 


Dread, like their forreſts kindling blaze, 
Thro' foes they urge . their bloady courle ; 
And now the caſtle. high difplays 

Her friendly tow'rs a near reſource. 


And now the faithful ELE vN has heard 
With ſpeechleſs grief of ReyNoLD ſlain; 
To war he ruſh'd with faulchion rear'd 
In dreadful fally, o'er the DaNE. 


Thrice charg'd the foe in raging mood,, 
Before him Ac Ho, HEL Ric, falls; | 
Dread in the paſs, and ſtain d with blood, 
He guards EL Iz 4 to the walls, 
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Er124 fafe, the ent ring hoſt 

With em'lous haſte ſecure the pate ; 
Hung from the walls their trophied boaſk 
Of Orca's arms, and flag of ſtate, 


Again the Danes with leaguer new, 
And rampart high, the Fort incloſe ;- 
Again EL1za's toils renew, 

Affail'd with hoſts of barb'rous foes... 


All day their warlike engines ply, 
When. night obſcures, their ſavage pow'r- 
Invade the gates with barb'rous cry, 
And raging ſtorm, till. morning hour. 


Long hung the war in deubtfut ſcale, . 
Reſolv'd on death before they'd yield, 
Fill ſavage numbers gan prevail 
With perſeverance o'er the field. 


Their ev'ry hope of ſuccour fled, 

Defpair unmans great HuGo's ſoul ; 
Their ſpears no more with ſucceſs ſped, . 
Their bows no more the DAN E controul. 


And now the circling moat was paſs d, 
Fierce tribes with raging fury ſtung, 

To burſt the gates like thunder preſs d; 
Within lament and uproar rung. ' 


( 20 ) 


In van, like Mars, with THRACIAN bands, 
The furious chief drew ev'ry eye, 
As dread he ſtreve with blazing brands 
To ſcale, and fire the turrets high. 


And now loud burſting bands give way, 
Redoubled axes rend the gates, 


The murd'rer marks his trembling prey, 
The ſword of bloody ſlaughter waits. 


One raging hour had ſunk thy tow'rs, 
EL1Za ! ſack d by fire and ſword ; 
And thou with all thy loyal pow'rs 
Hadſt bled, or own'd- a foreign lord. 


When lo ! loud pealing on the ear, 

The clanging trumpet's filyer ſound, 
With trampling ſteeds, ſpoke ſuccour near, 
With ſhouts the hills and dales rebound, 


He comes! the happy watchman cries, 
He comes !-—the King with all his-hoſt ; 
He comes like lightning from the ſkies, 
Thou bloody DaNE.! to mar thy boaſt. 


And now their fovereign L1EGE is heard, 
** Health to the brave in WiLLtam's Hall; 
* O'er SUEN' the brand of death is rear d, 
* Come forth and ſee the invader's fall!! 
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Glad o'er the tow'rs the tidings rung, 

The bands like long loſt brethren meet, 
Fond o'er her charge the GARDIAN hung, 
Their loud acclaims their sovEREIGN greet. 


* For other toils proud 8uEN ! prepare! 
** For other FATES. reverſe thy loom: 
The GHASTLY TRAIN beſtride the air 
* To weave thy ſoldier's baleful deom. 


** The * s1sTERs hurry to the heath, 
The web is wove, the thread is ſpun, 

* Intwin'd with black deſpair and death, 
* For LoCHLIN-ere the ſetting fun.” 


* Opin, or Wopex, as we ſee from the Goruie Mythology, was the Power 
who preſided over war; his rites-were molt religiouſly obſerved by theſe barba- 
rous nations, whoſe hiſtory contains little elſe than one continued facrifice of war 
and inroad in honour of their chief Divinity. 

Beſides Wore, there were.likewife the VAL VAMHUx, a troop of female 
Divinities, of inferior order, who feem to have been ſervants to the god of war: 
their name ſignifies. THz CyusERs or THE SLAin, Mounted on flying ſteeds, 
they attended the warriors in battle, as ſo many genii, * over, and di- 
rected the iſſue of their bloody encounters. 

With flaming ſwords they paſſcd amongſt the combatants, and in the throng 
of battle, ſelecting ſuch as were deſtined for laughter, conducted their victims 
to the awful VAL HAI IA, that is, the Hall of Opin, or Paradiſe of the brave. 
There the lain were ſuppoſed tp attend as ſervants upon the ghoſts of their con- 
querors, whom they ſerved in ſtation of Cup- bearers. 

See the Orcades of Trormorus Torrotvus, BartHotixus de cauſis con- 
temnendæ mortis, or the beautiful Ode of the Fatal Siſters by the ingenious. Mr- . 
GRAY. 
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With bodings dire ſtern 8uEx' withdrew, 
Yet maſk'd his fear: with leaders haſte 
His troops for battle to renew, 

He ſees them ſhare the copious feaſt. 


Aloud while gen'rous wines o'erflow, 
He fires his bands with records old 
Of mighty hoſts, and Kings laid low, 
And vows the ſpoil to rouſe the bold. 


Meanwhile, in WILLIAu's hall of ſtate, 
The K1xG refreſh'd with valiant -peers ; - 
Hears the fair DAME her teils relate, 
And with his praiſe and preſence chears. 


Then leading forth his eager train, 
He chargd ELIZA's war-worn hoſt 
From toils of battle to refrain, 
And guard their walls important poſt. 


Advancing where in ſight the down, 
Gave ample ſpace for war's array, 
He bid the horns, with lordly frown, 
Defy the Da NE in bloody fray. 


In burniſh'd arms on fiery ſteed, 

His red plumes dancing in the gale, 

He ſhone and ſwore bold SugN' ſhould bleed, 
Nor one return to tell the tale. 
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Around their K1xG in firm array, 
With thronging helms and lances bright, 
Like SAR TA oer the MALI AN bay, 
Bold BaRoNs march the bands of fight. 


Firſt towr'd to war the LoyYaL GRAME 
With hoſt, and horrent enſigns rear d; 
His trumpets pealing fierce acclaim 
Of cHIEFs in mortal.combat fear'd. 


* Great MaRcH who foil'd in bloody fields 
The ENnGL1sH and BATAVIAN arms; | 
LESsLIE and WzEems with blazon d ſhields, 
Who trophies won in fea alarms. 


ERSKINE and BRUCE, two mighty Thanes, 

Dread guardians of the ScoTT 18H ſhore, 

DOTEWART, Lxo, led their martial trains, e 
And rous'd them with the tales of yore. / 


From Ta1 4's filver branching ſtream, 

Sworn guardian to bold WILLIAu's HEIR, 

Great ATHOLE march'd with daz ling gleam . 
Of ſpears and bucklers ſounding far. . 


The martial atchievements of this warlike branch ſprung from the noble houſe 
of DovcLas, and the memorable exploits of the other heroes here celebrated, 
may be ſeen at large in the hiſtorical tracts of en ABERCROMBIE, and 


other Scors writers. 


{ 44 ) 


From winding TwEzD's green pleafing dale, 
Came princely Scor, his COUNTRY'S BOAST, 
On milk-white ſteed in ſhining mail, 

The CHIEFTAIN rang'd his num'rous hoſt. 


Full proudly deck'd in EpwaRrD's fpoils, 
LorHIAN explores his foreign prey, 

With Nis BET fam'd in martial broils, 

And WHITE TOORD march this deep array. 


In van, the pride of ScoT14's peers, 

The rLow'R and BULWARK of the hoſt, 
EARL DovuGLas rade with glitt'ring ſpears, 
And BANNER CHIEF his rightful boaſt. - 


As lion gorg'd t ward NiLvs plain, 
O' er NuB1aN mountains bends. his way, 
So he fair EnGLAmD's champions lain, 
Came rons'd to rend. the Dax1sH prey. 


And by his ſide in GazLic mail, 

His ſquire when PrErCY he defy'd, 

Rode truſty CouviLLE of the Dale, 
In ev'ry field and fortune try'd. 


Though neither wealth, nor titl'd name, 
May to this faithful ſquire belong, 
Yet ſhall the Muſe record his fame, 
Reſounding in her future ſong, 
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He lov'd his LoR D, and to his race 
Left all his ſtore, a LEO YAL HEART, 
Which envy's tooth cou'd ne'er efface, 
Nor galling ſcorn's envenom'd dart. 


For what's the rudeneſs of the ſtorm, 
Illib'ral fraud and malice raiſe ! 
What the mean effort to deform 


Th' unfading PLUME of yiRTUE's PRAISE ! 


Nor envious cloud, nor STYG1a N ſteam, 
Can quench HyyEk1oN's golden light; 
And LO YAL FaME repairs her BEA, 
Like the fair ſtar on brow of night. 


CANTO 


Dus te, Mac NE Caro, tacitum, aut te, CossF, relinquat * 
Puris GRACCHI GENUS, aut GEMINOS duo fulmina belli 
Scip1iapas, cladem LIBE TX! VIRC. En. 6. 


OU Musk! who warm with native fire, 
Peal'd on the harp the martial ſtrain 

Of FixGaL's field, deign co inſpire 

Me, rudeſt of the tuneful train. 


So, happ'ly charm'd, the nicer ear 
Of PEERS and COURTLY DAMES, my verſe 
May ſuit, while I, devoid of fear, 
Their TR1UMPHSs and their Toi Ls rehearſe, 


The hoſts arrang'd, with warlike pride, 
In front the CHIEFs in ſhining mail 
For onſet fierce the field divide; 
And ſpread proud banners to the gale. 
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Silent as death, each adverſe foe 
Defiance low'rs ; and now reſounds 

The gen'ral charge: From many a bow 
The darts o'er head, bear diſtant wounds, 


As bellowing herds ruſh on amain, 

Who long had ſought with -rival rage 
Each other, thus in duſty plain, 

With thund'ring ſound the hoſts engage, 


The neighing ſteeds, the clang of arms, 
'The brigades ruſhing to the war, 

The groans of death, the proud: alarms, 
Up the long dales re-echo far. 


Earl DovcLas fierce with ScoTTI5SH fpears 
Thro' broken. ſquadrons: rends his WAY, 
SrwarD and HoksAa, mid their peers, 
Pierc'd by his lance, expiring Jay. 


On the rough edge of fight, attyr d 

In mail, the vaunting RavMoNDd ſtood : 
By DoucL as' ſpear the chief expir'd 
His furious ſoul in ſtreaming blood. 


Then o'er the horrid breach of war, 
The vicTok ſpurr'd with foaming lteed ; 
His filver trumpets. pealing far, 

The knell of many a warrior dead. 
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Circling the Dax ts n bowmen pour, 
Mid raging files, with arrowy flight: 
Dread HEN OGIST's pole-ax · dyed in gore, 
Heaps carnage round and wild affright. 


He vow'd to SuEx' to reap that day 

Freſh wreaths, or periſh with his hoſt: 
Already tears the trembling prey, 

When GRE&ME withſtood the victor's boaſt. 


Sprung from the FLow's of Scorris H line, 
His troops like lightning rwuth'd along; 

In front his deadly lances ſhine, 

Brandiſh'd to gore the Do RINA throng, 


Thrice o'er the right, Gau charg d amain, 
The ſlaughter'd heaps around him grew: 
Great HExG15ST. waſteful on the plain, 
He met, his thirſty jav'lin flew : 

Deep in the bounding courſer s breaſt 

It quiv'ring ſtood ; with elangrag found 
The foe, array'd in raathy veſt, 
Indignant, vaulted to the ground. 
Like ANTEUs with reviving foree, 

Dread HENG1$T - on his R1ivaL ſprung, 


Whoſe thirſty ſpear arreſts his courſe, 
He falls ; his brazen armour rung. 


( 55 } 


ALRIC, who ſaw his brother bleed, %%%%ͤ; MMV 
For vengeance bent his DorRINE bows ; 
Fierce archers ply with bloody ſpeed,; 
Before them fink their vanquiſh'd fees, 


O'er warlike MokED, Taro flain, - 

With ſounding ſhafts he urg'd his way, 

"Till LESLIE, WEEMs, repelFd che DX, 14 
Like raging wolf rob'd- ef his prexy. * 


They mark d their ſpoil, where rich with gold, i 
The Dor RIxE ſtandard. blaz'd afar; . * 
Londer the prize ! to grace the bold. 1 
* Who trophies ſeek in tide of war „ 


O' er DRVRO fall'n, and Os Mowp's throng, -» 

His conquring ſabre LESLIE fears; ; 
From CANUTE flain, his guards atnong, — — 7 
The banner'd trophy WREMVS- tears „ 


This BaLDbwi N ſaw; in raging coil 8 

With furious bows the archer came, 

Swore to regain the martial ſpoiili . 
Or fink in duſt his warlike- fannmmeee. 


Full faſt he ſhot at WEMu S' heart, 
The jav'lins flew with erring ſpeed ; 
As fierce he drew a ſurer dart, | 
The vicToR's faulchion lopt his head. 


* 


That ſabre often richly ſmear'd 
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Nor ſhall thy proweſs paſs unſung, 
Renown'd in many. a dreadful field, 
Victorious BRUCE! with trophies hung 
Of DanBRoG flain his bow and ſhield. 


SCOTLAND ſhall read with fond ſurpriſe 
The annals of her CHAMPION BRAVE, 
Still view SUCCEEDING PATRIOTS riſe, 
Like PHoENIx from his PARENTS grave. 


Nor fail'd thy deathful ſabre rear'd, 
Victorious Ma RCH! mid clofing fight; ; 


In ANGL1A's blood, for ScorLANp's right. 


Thro' helm and riven mail it goes 
Reſiſtleſs; prone, amid” the ſlain 
ORs1N and CapwaLL, valiant foes, 
Who enfigns bore, he fell'd amain. 


Thus, gallant in their country's cauſe, 
The cHIEFTAINS quell d the hoſtile crew: 
The noble thirſt of glory draws 


The other wing with courage true, 
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STEWART and ERSKINE with the ſhaſt, 
Of quiver'd archers gall'd them ſore, 
Thro' helm and brazen hauberk * cleft, 
By GaLa's ax they fink in gore. 


Great Lrox charg'd, whoſe fiery ſteed 
Transfix'd by fierce ORELLAN thro', 


He gaſh'd the DA NRR with bloody ſpeed, 
Then o'er his captive courſer flew. 


Like dragon fell roll'd in his den 
Breathing revenge, his cohorts round 
ALRIc hung o'er his brother ſlain, 
And heard BaLcLucio's trumpets ſound, 


Vengeful he heard, and bent on blood, 
Arrang'd his archers deep array, 
Defying ScoT, whoſe phalanx ſtood 
With briffling ſpears to meet their prey. 


Hear HENG1sT ! hear! in Wopzx's Hall, 
I vow the facrifice of death, 
The vaunting foe who ſaw thy fall 


Shall drench with blood the purple heath. 


* Hauberk was a fort of corſlet, or armour, for the body, peculiar to the 
ancient warriors ; it was Compoſed of a net-work of ſteel ringlets, or of braſs, fre- 
quently, as we read of them uſed in old times ; this armour was light and eaſy 
in battle, and moſt proper in ſtanding fight, being ſo pliable, and adapting itſelf 


to all the motions of the body. 
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His truſty bowmen to the head, 7 
With warlike force their arrows drew; 


Twangs the tough Horn ; thro' erring ſpeed 
They rarely gore the hoſtile crew. | 


Not ſo GREAT ScoT with lances fierce, 
His gloomy phalanx rends their way, 
Now thro' the guards of AL RIC pierce, 
While many a youth exprring lay. 


Unconquer'd rag'd the Dax1sn lord, 

His DoFr1Nt bow now caſt aſide, 
He cut his way with flaming ſword, 
In FosTER's gore and RoGaRT's dy'd. 


Diſdaining life, his broad ſhield caſt, 
Before his ſteps with warlike cry, 

Mid' thouſand ſpears to ScoT he preſt, 
With great revenge, reſolv'd to die. 


As mountain pard, rob'd of his young, 
Invades the ſpoiler with his prey, 

So he with grief and fury ſtung, 

Mid cloſing ſquadrons rends his way. 


In mid career,. with thund'ring ſound, 
The CHIEFTAINS cloſe : In ſhiyers flew 
The ſpears; in fiery circles round 

Their faulchions dire the charge renew. 


( 33 ) 


The DAN Ts EH ſteel high rais'd to ſmite 
Thro' riven ſhield like tempeſt broke ; 
There ſtay'd ; as with decifive might 

Great ScoT impell'd his deadly ſtroke. 


Then ALR1c o'er his BROTHER lain 

Fell woful gaſh'd : the 6&n'roUs Fort 
Exclaims, O ALR1c, brave in vain !. 
Proud DENMARk's plume in thee hes low! 


And now the doleful tidings ran 

Of ALRic ; deep with anguiſh ſtung, 

His ſon came ruſhing to the van | 
With furious bow for ſlaughter ſtrung. 


He beat his breaſt, and cry'd aloud, 

Now LocHLIN's glory lies full low, 

While ScoTLaNnD vaunts in ALRIc's blood; 
Our ſhafts unſtain d inglorious ſhow. 


HERO! I come to ſhare thy ſtate 
At OpiN's feaſt, in bright abodes, 
Where ScoTLAND's KI NC a flave ſhall wait 


On THEE, I ſwear by all our gods. 


With filial awe thrice kiſfs'd the dead, 
With tears thrice bath'd his gaping wound, 
Then ſought the KI NG on bounding ſteed, 
Where thronging banners wav'd around. 


1 
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With waſteful pole-ax by his Lox, . 
GREAT ATHOLE rode, with gallant pride 
His champion fam'd ; his conqu'ring ſword 
In many a raging field was dy d. 


. i 
* 


Like GRryro fell with deadly fang; 

The Da NE with archers forc'd along; 

The arrows ſpring with bounding clang 
Thro' Gray, and ML cow ſtretch d along. 


Then Ar HOLE turn'd to work of death ; 
The glancing darts in ſhivers flew; 
Runic and Tho with creſted wreath, 
The fierceſt twain his pole-ax flew. 


Still on the raging LEADER preſs'd; _ 
And cull'd a dart from quiver'd ſtore ; 

In royal eagle's plumage dreſs d, 

* Go drench thy wings in Monarchs gore !” 


With pole-ax rais'd in wrathful mood; 
ATHOLE aflails with ardor meet; 

And prone the Da NE in ſtreaming blood 
Fell brain d beneath his sov'REIGN's feet. 


A YoUTH there was of good degree, 
From For THa's. winding floods he came, 
His fire, renown'd for loyalty, 

In bloody fields had purchas'd fame, 
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His filver'd age o'ertoil'd the xnr1Gnr, 
In peace repoſing vaunts his ſears ; 

His ſteady clan, with lanees bright, 
Follow'd young CHARTERS to the wars. 


He ſaw how Su xoꝰs deſp'rate-bands 
Full many a waſteful inroad made, 
How Hax beneath his mighty hands, 
And active K EI TH in:duſt were laid. 


He ſaw his braveſt vaſſals bleed, „ 
And ſtung beneath his Sov' REIGN Ss eye, 3 
Follow, ye brave! your courſe I lead N 
To glorious death, or trophies high. 


Aloft, with Gorgon terrors fell, 2 
Th' IN cHANTED STANDARD * ſeem d to glow, 
As ſhaking death and ſlaughter pale, 

With ruin wild, on vanquiſh'd foe. 


® The device portrayed on the Dax isn ſtandard, was a raven, the proper em- 
blem to denote the ſavage genius of that ancient and warlike people. Their leaders, 
that they might inſpire the hoſt with more invincible courage and aſſurance in bat- | 
tle, gave out how this banner carried with it a ſupernatural charm: how it was 
woven by the ſiſters of King Iv as, a moſt ſavage prince, how they raiſed a tempeſt 
while at work, and all the demens of deſtruction, who hung over the woof with 
their baleful influence; ſo that whenever it was adyanced in fight, it ſhould ſhake 
terror and deſtruction on the enemy. Theſe very pictureſque lines in the maſk of 


ALFREC>-. 
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He paſs d the archers proud alarm; 

He paſs'd the wings with courage true, 
Their RAVEN SIGN with daring arm 

To ſeize like fire the HERO flew. 


Ah ! youth, too brave! ah hapleſs ſire l 
What magic ſooth'd thy fears ! to yield 
That ſon in battle to expire, | 


Whoſe arm thy tott'ring age might ſ ſhield. 


Where &er his bloody courſers turn, 
A thouſand deaths are on the wing, 

A thouſand lances round him burn, 
In air a thouſand jav'lins ſing. 


Nor pointed ſpears retard his courſe, 
Valour thro' theſe can burſt its way; 
Shouting he claims with matchleſs force, 
In throat of death his deſtin d prey. 


ALrxeD, by THomsown and MALLET, contain the beſt account we meet withof 


this magic banner: 

—— is the ſame. 
« "Wrought by the ſiſters of the Dax is king, 
Of furious Ivas, in a midnight hour: 
While the ſick moon, at their enchanted ſong, 
Wrapt in pale tempeſt, labour'd thro' the clouds. 
« The Demons of deſtruction then, they ſay, 
Were all abroad, and mixing with the woof 
* Their baleful power : The ſiſters ever ſung ; 
« Shake, {tandard, ſhake this ruin on our foes !” 


Arai, Act. II. Scene 4. 
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Thrice thro? he charg'd the center band, 
Stern guardians of their MAG $IGN 3 
They fink before his wafteful brand, 
And with their lives their charge reſign, 
Then to the KI NO, triumphant flies, 
Wich trophy of immortal fame; 


The KI Nd receives the glorious prize, 
The hoſt reſounds his TITL'D NAME. 


This Suk No ſaw, he winds his horn, 
And gath'ring firm his deep array, 
By mad deſpair and fury torn, 

He puts his fate on one eſſay. 


Singling amid” his circling peers, 

The KING of ScoTs, with barb'rous cry, 
Th' invader ruſh'd mid thouſand ſpears 
Bent to regain; or bravely die. 


Then man to man, and horſe to horſe, 
Their idle bows were caſt aſide, 

When LoTHriaN's javilin mark'd its courſe- 
In noble HusBA's warm blood dy d. 


In nodding creſt and ſounding mail, 
The GoTHic CHIEF: gigantic towr'd, . 
With mace Herculean, to aſſail 


The foe ; his brow with vengeance lowr'd; - _ - 


K. 
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Sedate in valour, L6THIAN draws 
His blade, and forward fiercely ſprang, 

In vengeance for his COUNTRY'S CAUSE. ;: 
With thundring ſtorm their bucklers rang. 


His ſhield repels the giant's blow | 
With braſs emboſs'd ; as dread he drew, 8. 
With tempeſt aim to cruſh his foe, | 
Great LoTHIAN piere. d his. body thro'. 


From where Esx's winding currents flow, 
To lave the Fort's embattl'd tow'rs, | 
DaLHoUSIE led with martial how, 


His timely reinforcing pow'rs. 


He mark'd where Norvain's captains fpread 

Diſmay and carnage : fleetly bound 
His cheſnut ſteeds while over head, 
His axes craſh with hideous ſound. 


O'er breach of war he forc'd his way, 
Their leaders fall'n, the Dawes retire ; 
For ORLAN PD, RuFus, pale as clay, 
With ALBERT, by the CHIEF expire. 


Then Lion, WHIiTEFooRD, launch theirdpears, 
And REGAN fierce, and RoMBALD flew, 

As GAUL his pond'rous mace uprears, 

The ſhafts of NisBET pierc'd hin-thro', _. 
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Red raging ſlaughter ſtalks around, 

The waſting ax defcends amain ; 

Cleft from their warlike ſteeds to ground, 
Full many a ſoldier preſs d the plain. 


BaLFoUR and OswaALD ſcour the field, 
Where war unconquer'd vengeance lowrs, 
As Norvarn fell with clanging ſhield, 
And rally'd bands to battle tow'rs. _ 


TALGOL and Noks om ſteeds blood ſtain'd, 
Led on the charge with daring frown ;. - 

The one fell prone by Oswa LD brain'd, - 
BALFoUR's keen ax hew'd TAaLGoL down. 


Like tygreſs rob'd with enfigns fierce, 
And flaming blade, SuEx' urg'd his way, 
Now thro' the royal band they pierce, 
Now, ſhouting, claim the doubtful day. 


Chill horror froze ELIZA's blood, 


She mark d the peril of the KINO, 
With ſuccours brave, who ready ſtood, 


She left the walls like hawk on wing. 


Onward with glitt'ring guards ſhe preſt, 
Mid beaming helms and lances nas Ml 3 
In ſnowy plume and corſlet veſt, 


Like AMAzoN ſhe ruſh*d along. 


( 4 ) 

And by the yarR on pallant ſteed, 

Brave Hoco couch'd his quiv'ring ſpear z. 
And ALPIN rode with bowmen dread, 
Whoſe ſhafts the bleeding battle tear.. 


Mid' war and death ſhe ſought her lord, 
The DaNE had puſh'd. him from the field, 
Till Dove LAs turn'd the Da Nis H ſword, 
And ruſh'd with interpoſing ſhield, 


As noble floods, half drain'd, receive. 
The mountain torrents after rain, 
And thunder thro', fo ruſh'd the brave 
With noiſe and ardour on the DAN E. 


Oer ſteeds and groaning heaps they go, 
The charge reſounds,, the conflict burns, 
Till daring NoRvAIN's warkke ſhow 

Fell in the van, while SCAND1A mourns. 


Stern he advanc'd with glittring ſpears, 
And ſhook his horrent plumage high ; 

The battle ſhrinks : where NoRVAIN rears 
His ruby creſt, they fall or fly. 


Thrice he repair'd the rallied war, 


And thrice great MaKkcH repell'd the Da NE 


As on with lances, dreaded far, 
He ruſh'd, the captive MAa1iD to gain, 
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He vow'd the DAME his deſtin'd ſpoil, 

And fought to ſeize the BLOOMING PRIZE 3 
Vain were his vows, all vain his toil, 

By Mach's ſteel the boaſter dies. 


- And with him fell his rival LRD | 
The furious PRINCE; Death ſhrouds his — 
Of hope; the trophies of his ſword * 
Are vaniſh'd like defulive dream. 


The Ki1NG's keen nio-ex him down, | 
As rude he ſeiz'd ELrza's creſt ; 


The sIRE who ſaw him ohaſtly groan 
To great revenge his foul addreſt. 


He call'd his fifty knights ſo true, 
With huge blades arm'd, and helms of WY 
Then at the KING like lightning flew, | 


Cutting his way with dreadful paſs. 


* Turn, murd'rer, turn, the fire demands, 
** Thy life to ſoothggpy SUENo's ſhade, 
Nor thine alone, thy ſervile bands, 
With blood ſhall drench my thirſty blade.“ 


Full in the paſs, all ſtain d with blood, 
Younc GREME did couch his quiv'ring lance, 
Too bold with LoyYaL RAGE he ſtood, 
And dar'd the SCAND1AN to advance, 


L 
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HUENO ! come on, thy warriors ſtay 

For thee the feaſt in WoDpEN's Hall, 

And I have ſworn my SovVEREIGN's prey 
Thine arms and helm with plumage tall. 


| Fierce Suk No anſwer'd with his ſword, 
Which daſh'd his creſt reſounding far; 
Groaning and ſtunn'd before his LoRD, 
His mates him bore from ranks of war. 


Then high plum'd BoswaL from his horſc, 
With interpoſing Lainc, he threw ; 

His ſteel high rais'd with vengeful force, 
Transfix'd the K1NG's proud courſer thro'. 


Again he rais'd his deſp'rate arm, 
The KING on foot defy'd the DAN E, 
Fierce to his aid, with loud alarm, 
The NOBLES ruſh, a LOYAL TRAIN. 


With ſounding bow, and quiver'd pride, 
'Like VoLSCIAN princeſs * fam'd in ſong, 
EL1za ſwift was ſeen to ride, 

And ſend keen ſhafts amid' the throng. 


* CamiLLa, a princeſs of the VoLscian line. See the beautiful deſcription 
of this warlike maid.” Viz. * 
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Half had ſhe ſped her feather'd ſtore, 
When urg'd by fate, her arrow keen 
Deep in SuEx's ſhoulder drank the gore, 
Like wounded bull more raging ſeen. 


He turn'd, and reckleſs in his wrath 
Aſſail'd the Fa1k ; with ardour meet, 
Earl DovcLas turn'd the brand of death, 
Then charg'd the Dane like eagle fleet. 


As lions fierce, on LiBya's plain, 
Encounter, foaming o'er their ſpoil, 
Some heifer fair, the LEADERs twain, 
Thus dread commence their warlike toil. 


They bend, they wheel, then vengeful turn; 


With clanging roar their bucklers cloſe; 
Aloft their circling falchions burn, | 
Thro' riven mail the crimſon flows. 


„ Yield ROYAL SUEN' ! the day is loſt, 
* DovcLas admires thy proweſs great; | 
'*© Heav'n blaſts the laurels of thy hoſt, 

% Yield ! and avert thy foldiers fate. 


With hoſtile frown, braving his doom, 
The DaxE replies; his thundring ſtroke 
Curt ſheer his rivals horrent plume, 
Then on his ſhield like tempeſt broke. 
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Again their dreadful ſabres glow, 
Croſling in air : with matchleſs force, 


As furious SUEN' collects his blow, 
His rival's ſteel arreſts its courſe, 


Full where his helm ſhone waving high, 
The DouvcLas' swoRD with gaping wound, 
Like lightning brandiſh'd from the ſky, 
Fell'd bloody SUENo to the ground. 


Mad fury ſtung the knightly band, 

They ruſh'd amain on pointed death, 
Theſe fall by GR&mME's vindictive brand, 
Theſe cruſh'd by Ar HOLE dye the heath. 


Twelve champions ſought, all ſtain'd with bleod, 
By SUENo's corſe to end their toil ; 

They fall where Dou Las dreadful ſtood 

Like bzindV'd LION or his ſpoil. 


The fiercer three, with active ſword, 

His gallant 'sQUIRE in conflict flew, 
Then ſeiz'd the arms of Scanp1a's lord, 
And o'er his ſtarting courſer threw. 


In fated Suk x'! thy ſoldiers boaſt 
Now lies full low in DouRNo's bay; 
Thy ſchemes of lawleſs conqueſt croſt, 


Serve but to deck the Muſes lay. 
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Long o'er the howling rocky ſhore 


Shall LochliN mourn thy warriors brave; 
Long NoRwA L's DAMES their loſs deplare, , 
As ſad they view the ſhipleſs wave. 


The child unbora ſhall rue the day, 
Shall o'er the doleful ſtory mourn ; 
His fire with SuENo plough'd the ſea, 
In ſhips that never ſhall return, 
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His ſaltem accumulem doris, et fungar inani 
Munere. | MN. 


HE DaNE with all his chieftains ſlain, 
The vulgar rout like driven deer, 
Ruſh to the thore, their ſhips to gain, 
But DouGLas follow'd on the rear. 


His troops oppoſe them on the ſtrand ; 
To crown the glory of the day, 

He towrs to fire with flaming brand, 

The proud ſhips mooring 1n the bay. 


Up their tall ſides the victor hies, 

His troops fierce waving torches bear, 
Now tides of ſmoke involve the ſkies, 
Now pointed flames their horrors rear. 


Deſpair and tumult rend the ſhore ; 

The fleet in fiery tempeſt toſt, 

Founders with all the treaſur' d ſtore 

Of arms and ſpoil from ANGL14's coaſt. 
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So when in wrath jus r HEAvV'N ordains 
The crimes of mortals to confound, 

In flaming ire the tempeſt reigns, 

And horror ſhakes the black profound. 
High on the waſteful whirlwind's wing, 
Some mighty ANGEL rides ſerene, 

His hands the vollied lightnings fling, 
His ſpirit rules the dreadful ſcene. 


Quell'd like a troop of tim'rous deer, 
And ſhrunk before the ſcourge of fate, 
The trembling bands now DoucLas hear, 
Thus ſtern denounce their ſervile ſtate. 


* Down with your arms, ye flaves ! reſign | 
© Soldiers no more; by rightful doom, 
** The ſword devouring ſhould confign 
hs ' Your pal trunks to a watry tomb, 


99 But mercy — our gracious lord, 
„Go him on ſuppliant knees implore, 
His bondmen captive by the ſword, 

& You hail high ScanD1a's hills no more.” 
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Them guarding with a truſty band, 
Slowly he cours'd the bloody field, 

His * Sg RE ſupports in ready hand 
SUENO's huge ſword, his helm and ſhield. 


He paſs'd the PALMERSs on the plain, 
Tending the wounded and the dead, 
They cry'd, but few of note are ſlain, 
Though numbers of the vulgar bleed. 


He curb'd his ſteed, on riſing mound F 
A chieftain's tomb his notice drew, 
New grac'd with pillar'd maſs around, 
New hung with wreaths of fun'ral hue. 


* Colvitiz of the Dar»: The firſt of this family was a Fazx cn knight, 
who came over with DoucLias, Duke of Tuxzarxz : that they were favourite 
vaſſals, appears both from the SeaoTcn and Enciisn hiſtory. Their lands are 
now ſwallowed up into the vaſt eſtate of DoucLas, but their loyalty has conti- 
nued the ſame, never to be alienated. - 

Their moſt ſteady and molt ſingular attachment to the cauſe and fortunes of 
young Dovcras for theſe many years paſt, is ſufficiently known to all the 
world, and therefore need not be any further taken notice of. 

The obje tion made to this note does not hold, as it cannot poſſihly have any 
reference to THE NE PEERS QF Tue NAME, Whoſe proweſs. in war in former 
and later times, has done honour to nobility. | 

That they have been eminent for power and opulence, as well as for courage 
and conduct, in old times, is manifeſt from the ſtately fabricks of their caſtles. 
and Gothick ſeats in ſundry places, as well as from hiſtory. 


+ The tomb of the Dax is H king is ſtill pointed out at a little diſtance from the 
caſtle ef DuxxoBin. See Bowezn's geogr. 
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* In this low cell, the DAx rs H boaſt, 

** Stern SUENo's breathleſs corſe is laid; 
** Here fall'n with all his gallant hoſt, 

© Theſe rites ſhall ſooth the ſoldier's ſhade.” 


Earl DovcLas heard; the manly grief 
Cours'd filent down: And this the grave 
Of royal SveNn' the fierceſt chief 

*© That cer did DovcLas' falchion brave! 


** Peace to the dead! in this low cell, 
** Thy ſtain of lawleſs war ſhall reſt, 
*© Thy bloody rage, thy ravage fell, Th | 
* Which oft diſmay'd the firmeſt breaſt.” = 


Star d eve now 'light'd all the ſkies, 
With blazing lamps the tow'rs appear ; 
EL1za feaſts, in caurtly guiſe, 

The K1NG, with many a valiant PEER; 


O'er the bright walls, the vicroR TRAIN 
Tell feats of arms, then boaſtful join 

At feaſt or ſong; they rouſe amain _ 
Their joys with flowing cups of wine. 


Their burſting ſhout, their feſtive lyre, 

Glad DouGLas hears, and now he paſs'd * 
The ſounding bridge; in war's attire, 

With ſpeed into the hall he preſs'd. 
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© Health to my 11EGE and BARONS * 
* To bright EL Iz A peace ſecure; 
Their navy burns; like fetter d flave 


* The creſt- falbn Daxzs ſubmit their pow- r“ 


He took his chair next to the KI NRO, 
At whoſe right hand EIIzA fat ; a 
In order rang d the regal treat. 


Store piles the board; the n rous wine 
In ſtreaming goblets cizeles round, 


As happieſt they at feaſt combine, 
The toils of war with glory —. | 


The 3 train fierce deeds rehearſe, 
To ſolemn harp and trebles high, 

Of chAupfoxs bold, renown'd in verſe, 
The martial ſtrains aſcend the ſky. | 


For plac'd aloft with ſkilful lyre, 
His filver'd age with laurel crown d,. 


Fam'd Osc ak ſung with prophets fire, 
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He ſung the CHI ETS on Cor Ls ſhore, e 
How warlike GR KME repell'd the Dane, | 

And bold Dun BAR; while ſtain'd with gore, 

The ſtream ran purple to che main. = 


He ſung HA f great in BexTHA's field * 
O'er heaps of DAN Es; with ſons ſo bold, W eee 
Themſelves a hos r, their country's 9 e e 
Like Saus o oer his foes of old. 6 RS. © 2 0h 
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* The Daus landed in cori any about the middle of the eleventh century: 
mee „82. ee Ar N 
ravaging the coaſt in their way. 8 2 

They were at laſt entirely routed by Gau ins who . 


the forces from LeTHian, and came up with them. at Caryan, a river in the 
north of BAxrr. 


+ This alludes to the famous victory at we hes tar to 
Prarn. The Daxzs had ravaged all the adjacent country, and had well nigh | 
taken the place, when KexxerH W 
there. 

One of the name of Hav coming up with his three fons, after the Scors ar- 
my was broken, recovered the day, and entirely cut off the invaders : He was | 
nobilitate at the firſt aſſembly of the Scars peers, and the deſcendants of che 


hero bear his arms to this day, three red ſhields portrayed on a ſhield of ſilver 
This battle was fought, anno 985. 
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How furious Nos, 5 his num'rous hoſt 
Pour'd from his ſhips: o'er CLYDE“s fair ſtrand, 
They ruſh'd along with waſteful boaſt, 

Like northern tempeſt o'er the land. 


The LorD of RoTrsay, dread in arms, 
Like eagle from his rocky tow'r, 

To combat ruſh'd with fierce alarms, 
And faulchion dy'd in DAN ISH gore. 


Slaughter attends where STEWART led 
His bands like lions to the fray ; 
Young Nor way by his jav'lin bled, 
His mournful navy plough the fea. 


To crown the ſtrain with 3A RONs bold, 
He ſung of WiLLiam's princely LINE, 
The CHIEFS that grac'd his hall of old, 
Whoſe yRowtss mid the firſt does ſhine. 


| 
, 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 


$ In the 1263, Ac ue King of Noxway invaded SCOTLAND with a feet of 
160 ſhips and 20,000 toldiers; he was entirely defeated by ALEXANDER STEWART 
of RoTH3ay. 

This baron was great — to RonrxrT the Second, and one of the uluſ- . 


trious anceſtors of the noble and ancient family of Burx. i 
The iſle and fortreſs being thus recovered, give a title to the eldeſt fons of the 


Bairisu ſovereign. Acne died at OAXXEx through grief for the death of the 
Prince of Noxwar, killed in this invaſion. See Bucs. hiſtory. 
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Of Alpi, HE, with warlike pride, 
Who ſought renown in FinGaL's wars; 
And valiant ERIC by his fide, 

A champion fierce with honour'd ſcars, 


He WILLIAM ſung who plough'd the main, 
Vindictive in his country's right: 

On ScanD1a's ſhore defy d the Dane, 

And flew his cyrtrs in mortal fight, 


Then claim'd the meed of all his toil, 
The treaſur'd gold; with lordly frown, 
As Nos denied, his captive ſpoil, 

He drag'd the tyrant from his throne, 


Then ſounds the fame of ERESKYN Þ brave 
The deeds of ORKNEY's valiant CHIEF, 
Whoſe navy plough'd the northern wave 

For C EI RIN's king, a brave relief. 


* See the Orcades of Toa nous. 


+ The Earl of Ozxxzy, with the northern chieftains, failed round with a fleet 
and army to the aſſiſtance of 8x cr, king of Ireland. The Earl of Oxxx2x, 
and Bz1an, the monarch, againſt whom they had come, were both flain. This, 
battle was fought about the 1230. See Orcades, &c. . 


Ancient name of IxzLano. 
Oo 
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How BRTAN, ORKNEY's EARL lain, 

By mutual wounds, the CHIEF return'd 
With ſpoil and wreaths from EIRI 's plain, 
And long his valiant KI NSMAN mourn'd, 


In viſion rapt the prophet cries, 

His harp loud peals unuſual ſound, 

*© See other CHIEFS and HEROES riſe, 

* With PaTRIOTS true and STATESMEN round, 


* Aloft their laurel'd fronts they rear, 

** Circling their K1NG, a loyal band, 
And now the trump of Fame I hear, 

* Reſounding o'er fam'd ALBroN's ſtrand. 


% The viſion flies, a ſable cloud 

«© Hangs o'er great WILLIAu's early grave; 
! Again new beams repel the ſhroud, 

« As CYNTHIA gilds the duſky wave. 


* And who is SHE who fits in ſtate 

In WILLIAMu's hall, a vI RGIN FAIR! 
*© What princely PEERs around her wait, 

© To guard the RIGHTs of WILLIAM's HEIR! 
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In her a new EL1za trace, 

© Belov'd of all, by heav'n careſs'd, 

« From whom deſcends a noble RACE, 
„With growing FAME and Pow'k increaſs d. 


— —— oo ee. we evo Ae — —— * 
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I hear, I hear the ſure decree, 

„ Proclaim'd by fate with ſolemn ſound; 
The HAPPY ARA pleas 'd I ſee 

© Ariſe with golden radiance crown'd. 


* The sTAR of DoucLas ſcatt'ring bright, 

*© The clouds which guilt and malice raiſe, 

« Shall ScoTLAND chear with new born-light, 
** As glad the world Hyperion's rays. 


Diſcloſing BEAUTY's trembling gleam, 
As VENUS gilds the weſtern wave, 
© Falk GRAME be led with ſacred BEAM 


„Of NUPTIAL TORCH to DoUuGLas brave. 


cc 


The Brave alone deſerves the FAIR, 


And THE ſhall join in HyYMEN's BAN p; 
From HEROES ſprung the NOBLEST PAIR, 
To gild with HoPE their native LAND. 


cc 


cc 


cc 


Then ſhall the BEAM of WILLIAM riſe ; 
With 6Loky NEW, his courſe to run, 
As HESPER gilds in weſtern ſkies, i 
His circlet from the ſetting ſun.” | 1 
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He ceas'd ; on lofty pillar hung 

Ihe filver harp : while charm'd around, 
The peers attend as when he ſung, 
Then ſhout aſſent with joyful ſound. 


And now the KING, who favour ſhow'd 
Much to the FAIR and GUARDIAN grave, 
Profer'd his boon by right beſtow'd 
On HER ſo loyal, wife and brave. 


Silence impos'd, where high he fat 
Begirt with PEERs and BaRoNs bold, 
He thus began, with lordly ſtate, 
His ſov'reign mandate to unfold : 


Nis meet diftinguiſh'd wor TH ſhould ſhare 
« Diftinguiſh'd praiſe, to fan the fire 
In this bad world, leſt vIRTUE FAIR 

„ O'crlook'd in NOBLE MINDS expire. 


* Theſe R1CH DOMAINS ſpread far and wide, 
. «© Skirted with hills and waving wood, 


** Circl'd by Tainz's fair ſwelling tide, 
And grac'd with waLLs and TURRETS ovp, 
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„He thine, fair Ma1D ! thy NOBLE Race 

** Shall BLazon'd ARMus, and TITLES BRIGHT 
*© Bear with the FIRST, as face to face 
Lou won them from the Dane in fight. 


** And all to filence female fears, 

_** Myſelf your champion here I boaſt, 

* To come with all my valiant pEERS 
When cer thy peace or RIGHT is croſt. 


** 'Gainſt foreign ſword, or guile at home, 
When pride and outrage play the Dane, 
I ſwear in thy defence to come, 

*© Your LIFE, your HONOURS, to regain, 


* To ratify my ſov'reign deed, 

„This REGAL SIGNET I beſtow, 

* Which when you ſend in tune of need, 
“This arm ſhall lay invaders low.“ 


Then on her pearly wriſt he bound 
The golden verge; the bluſhing DoAME 
Smil'd filent thanks on knee profound, 
The CHIEFs their kindred joys proclaim. 
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And now with ſiſver trumpers found, 


The heralds peal her T1TLES AHG, 
Loudly the walls and tow'rs rebound, 
As if they did the world defy. 


Thus THEY the happieſt TRAIN chat eber 


Conveen'd in hall, or foreft wide, 
Protract the feaſt with jocund cheer, 
Till morn array'd the green hill de, 


And now I take my leave, and pray 
Thus lavrleſs rapine be laid low; 

Still, like this HosT of BROTHERS, may 
Our PEERS repel the caramon foe, 
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WINTER-SOLSTICE. 


A 


DESCRIPTIVE POEM. 


Ail Winter! hail grim tyrant of the North! 
How loud thy tempeſts vex the troubled air, 
How vanquiſh'd Nature groans in deep deſpair, 
As roll'd in fable gloom, thy ruffian bands come forth ! 
Fierce down the vale thy bellowing ſtorm deſcends ; 
Amain big torrents burſt ; with thunder's roar 
The howling winds fatigue the ſea-beat ſhore z 
While Night with triple ſhades and direful fate attends. 
Where now gay FLoRA's op'ning bloom, | 
And ZEPHVR breathing rich perfume; 
Of SUMMER bright the jocund train, 
And purple CeREs' golden wain ? 
All theſe attend the Lord of Day, 
Trav'ling his ſtcep ethereal way ; 
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* 
And when he meaſures back the ſkies, 
With Heaven's effulgence pierc'd, uſurping Uproar flies. 


Then deeper till your dark pavilion ſpread, | 
Ye winter-glooms ! and from his airy hall 

Let Bore as' trump his noiſy ſquadrons call; 

With whirlwind, hail, and froſt, in his wild empire bred. 
Though freezing horrours reign on ZEMBL A's coaſt; 
Though Nature pine beneath the driving ſnow, 
From ſad PZ ORA, to the bliſsful Po; 


Proud ſtorms ! ye ſhall not long your tranſient conqueſt 
boaſt. 


Again the ſwift revolving year 

HFaſtes, to reverſe her long career: 
Again returns with genial ray, 
From ſouthern climes, the golden day : 
Who muſing now, with raptur'd eye, 
Watches the tumult of the ſky, 
More joyous, ſweeps the trembling lyre ; 

For Fancy hails young Spring, and bids the ſtorm retire. 


But hark! the winds have burſt th Rol lAx caves ; 
Their force ethereal ſweeps the driving clouds : 
Loud howls the echoing hill; the groaning woods 

Stoop their bare tops, remurm' ring as the tempeſt raves. 
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Then faſt'ning fierce upon the boiling deep, 
Drive mountain-billows, o'er the foaming ſhore 
Of Nox WA, or BETUBIUM, till the roar 
Bounds o'er th' infuriate waves, to CALPEs' bellowing 
ſteep. 
What dreadful fears, what mournful fate 
Muſt then on anxious mortals wait! 
The lonely dame, with weeping eyes, 
Bewails the ſtormy ſeas and ſkies ; 
Her Lord is on his wat'ry way, 
She hopes, but dreads the long delay ; 
All day ſhe views the angry deep; 
All night ſhe mourns, beſet with ghaſtly forms of ſleep. 


Mean while the tempeſts ſweep their ſounding flight, 
O'er heav'n and earth ; and in the high-rock'd tow's 
The roaring winds affright the midnight hour ; 

Or peal a ſummons dire, along the mountain height. 
II fare the ſailors midſt the boiling waves; 

Aghaſt to heaven, on horrours brink they ride : 
Then ſwift deſcending the devouring tide, 

They plunge from earth and ſky, to Ocean's dreadful 

caves. 

Emerg'd, a deſp'rate courſe they ſteer, 

Beſet with death, and chill'd with fear: 


1 
Again through raging gulfs they fly, 
With liquid mountains compaſs'd high: 
Again they view, with fond ſurpriſe, 
The wiſh'd for land, and cheering ſkies: 
For He who bids fierce Ocean roar, 


Calms the conflicting brine, and ſmooths the billowy 
ſhore. 


Then wat'ry Nor us from th' Ar LAN TIC main, 
On toiling wings, a gath'ring deluge pours : 
Complains the burthen'd air; the ſtreaming ſhow'rs 
Daſh o'er the mountain height, and drench the ſmo- 
king plain. 
Swoln rivers ruſh in their tumultuous pride, 
With thund'ring ruin and refiſtleſs force ; 
O'er rocks and meunds, ſweep their devouring courſe, 
While Ocean ſtain'd recoils, from the triumphant tide. 
O daring man! why wilt thou haſte, 
When night inveſts the pathleſs waſte ; 
O why wilt thou begone to roam, 
Nor ever reach thy pleaſing home ! 
In vain thy ſmiling race prepare, 
And loving wife, thy cheering fare: 


In vain they hope thy glad return, 
Dire fates prepare thy grave, and bid the widow mourn. 
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How winter changes, while his bluſt'ring hoſt 
With vary'd plagues deform the conquer'd year; 
Arreſting tempeſts in their mad career, 

From polar hills deſcend the pow'rs of fixing froſt. 
Then icy chains th' indignant ſtreams reſtrain, 
And Ocean mourns his ever-toiling waves, 
Transfix'd with froſt, through all their northern 

Caves ; 
Far as wild Finrand's gulf, or the proud BALTIC 

main. 

Then drives, with an inceſſant flow, 

Through the dun air the flaky ſnow ; 

Hides the dire cliff, the faithleſs floods, 

And buries half the finking woods. 

And oft deſcends the prowling train 

Of howling wolves, to vex the plain : 

On bloodſhed bent, the barb'rous cry 

Sounds horrour through the vale, while Areixe 

hills reply. 


Where LAPLAND droops beneath her dreary night, 

In whirling ſleds urg'd on by fleet rain-deer, 

To northern fairs, a daring courſe they ſteer ; 
While round the glaring pole the ſtarry fires ſhine 
bright, 
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To paſtime on the ſmooth expanſe of froſt, 
Fam'd SCANDIA's lords with barb'rous pomp arrive ; 
Swift round and round, in circling race, they drive 
With their rebounding cars, in fierce contention toſt. 
Nor leſs bold Russ1Aans ceaſe to go, 
O'er hills and dales ſmooth'd up with ſnow ; 
Where chain'd in froſt, vaſt OB raves 
In vain, to free his ſtruggling waves : 
There annual marts ſtrange merchants throng, 
The Turk and TARTAR pour along, 
Till, flying from the freezing wind, 
In winter-caverns ſleep the laſt of human kind. 


Nor can the Muſe, though bold her flight, deny, 
While half our world complains of driving ſtorm, 
To fing what plagues the polar South deform ; 

What horrours dire, unknown, may vex th' antartic 

ſky. | 
When northern climes returning ſummers hail, 
There heavy darkneſs holds her dreary reign : 
There, on the troubled deep and ravag'd plain, 
Fell Whirlwind, Fire, and Snow, with Thunder's 
voice prevail. | 
III fated he who tempts the ſhore, 
That BRITAIN's daring navy tore; 


> 
When caught on Winter's raging main, 
Bold AnsoN's art was all in vain : 


Where dreadful ſtorms defend the coaſt, 
Of burning flame, and ſtarving froſt ; 


Infernal plagues and horrours dire, 
T o guard forbidden climes, and damp Ambition's 
fire. 


Then glad returning o'er the wat'ry waſte, 
Where burning ſuns afflict the torrid zone, 
The Muſe attends the panting InDian's groan ; 
Or marks what fierce extremes the weary realms 
moleſt. 
Now, while the polar regions ſtarve in froſt, 
His fervid limbs, the ſwarthy ET HIO laves 
In Nic ER; and with all his ſwelling waves, 
Loud ORELLANA toils, to cool his ſun-burnt coaſt. 
O lands unbleſs'd ! where fev'riſh ſtrife 
Embroils the purple tide of life : | 
Where baniſh'd from the breezy North, 
Devouring Peſt lence oft walks forth: 
Where Freedom's joys are ſought in vain, 
While ſavage tyrants ſternly reign ; ; 
And never heard, their ſubjects cry, 


As yex'd beneath the ſcourge, of their inclement (ky. 
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Still on, the Muſe her ſoaring flight explores, 
Surpaſſing Fez, and the BAR BARI ſtrand; 

To where high bounding fam'd IBzx1a's land, 
PYRENEAN rocks detain foil'd Winter's weary ſtores. 
Deſcending ſwell'd with half HeLveTia's ſnow, 

Through noble realms rolls wide the ruſhing Raines: 
And branching round along the BELOGIAN brine, 
For many a league congeal'd, his urn forgets to flow. 
Then jovial crouds the river hide, 
Of young and old, that ſwiftly glide 
On ſounding ſkates, in wand'ring maze, 
Mix'd and convolv'd a thouſand ways. 
The merchant ſkims the gelid plain, 
In queſt of tidings from the main ; 
To market ſwifter than the wind, 
Scours on the buxom maid, nor leaves one trace behind. 


Hail AL BION f hail ! whoſe chalky cliffs ariſe 
With native charms, to claim thy poet's rhyme : 
No polar rage deforms thy milder clime ; 


No freezing horrours pierce, beneath thy clement ſkies. 
While cruel ſeaſons damp the noble train 
Of ſocial virtues, and the patriot's flame ; 
Thee Heav'n hath warm'd to deeds of civil fame, 
Foſt'ring her precious gem, ſet in the ſilver main, 
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Gladly I hail thy peopled plains, 
Where ever-ſmiling Freedom reigns : 
Thy groves, that ever verdant wave, 
Where TrHames his bliſsful ſhores does lave : 
Thy hills, and promontories high, 
That gently ſteal into the ſky : 
Thy native oak, hung o'er the ſteep, 
To rear thy naval pride, the terrour of the deep. 


Though pil'd his freezing horrours to the clouds, 

Old Winter reign through utmoſt TxuLE's land, 
Yet viſiting fair AL BIOx's winding ſtrand, 

Each frowning aſpect ſtern, the hoary Anarch ſhrouds. 
His billowing ſtorms and wild miſrule confin d 
With chains of rock, along the howling main ; 
Here loos'ning Influence mild, with golden rein 

He curbs dread CauRus' rage, and Bore as' bluſt'ring 

wind. 
Bleſs'd iſle ! where kindly ſeaſons cheer, 
With light and warmth, the falling year : 
Where froſt does life and virtue yield, 
To ſtore the air, and clothe the field : 
Whoſe vig'rous clime, with ſtrong embrace, 


For battle moulds a hardy race; 
D 
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While, o'er thy ſubje& waves, is hurl'd, 
Like Heav'n's, thy thund'ring ſtorm, to ſhake a guilty 
world. 


And yet, ſometimes, the wand'ring Winter ſtoops 
To reſt his flagging wings on BRITAIN's iſle : 
Then o'er the whit'ning vale and ſwelling hill, 
Winnows the feather'd ſnow, and burthen'd Nature 
droops. 
Succeeds the ſhort-liv'd froſt, the tranſient gleam 
Of feeble Winter : o'er the marſhy flood 
Ice-bound the village ſwarms ; while bawling 
loud 
Through the long freezing — complains the 
bick' ring ſtream. 
All huſh'd the warblers of the ſpring, 
With ſcreaming voice, and flapping wing, 
The ſea-fowl urge their ſoaring flight ; 
To paſs in ſhades the cheerleſs night. 
In thickets warm the woodcocks hide, 
That ſhelt'ring here with wild ſurpriſe, 
And ſadly-wailing notes, ſee native ſtorms ariſe. 
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Then tend, ye rural ſwains, with watchful eye, 
Vour flocks, and pile with bounteous hand the fold: 
For as with whirlwinds wing the tempeſts hold 
Their deathful courſe, deep whelm'd the panting 
bleaters die. 
And O ye Great! bleſs'd with the Godlike pow'r 
Of bleſſing thouſands, caſt upon your care; 
O haſte to cheer the gloom of ſad Deſpair, 
To cloſe Affliction's wound, and gild her darkeſt 
hour. 
Nor ſhun the poor's unbleſs'd retreat, 
Where Death and Famine ſternly wait: 
The ſighs of Worth neglected hear: 
Wipe female Virtue's falling tear: 
On ſhiv'ring age, and infant wo 
Your deeds of charity beſtow : 
So when to Heav'n the friendleſs cry, 
Like Heav'n your bounties flow, and all their wants 


ſupply. 


With ſinking ſteps, along the ſhining wafte 

Of new-fallen ſnow, the wand'ring fowlers ſtalk ; 
Or through the ſhaggy hill, and foreſt-walk, 
With fiery deaths purſue the ring-doves flying haſte. 
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Oft as the gaudy pheaſant mounts the ſkies, 

With painted wings, he feels the fatal wound : 

Oft as the corm'rant wheels with ſcreaming ſound, 

He ſtains his plumes in blood, and welt'ring woful 
es... 


Dire ſport, with murder to invade 
The gentleſt tenants of the ſhade ! 
The blackbird, lark, and linnet throng, 
Repay thee with their annual ſong, 
Thee, ruthleſs man : what furies move 
Thy ſoul, to rob the tuneful grove : 
Inhuman thou ! with cruel ſnare 
Deſtroying what fierce ſtorms and ſavage tempeſts 
ſpare. 


Broad o'er the ſouth the glaring lamp of day 
Shines faint : and ſoon faſt-cloſing ſhades of night 
Darkling prevail; till crown'd with filver light, 
Through ſpangled ſkies, the moon ſmiles ſweet with 
orient ray. 
Thus paſſes human life, a tranſient gleam ; 
Bright with fond riſing Hope, and Folly's pride; 
But ſoon eclips'd like winter-ſuns, the tide 
Of glory vain is fled, like a deceitful dream. 


„ 
Where now Ambition's reſtleſs fire, 
That wont our youthful days inſpire ; 
That thirſt for gain, that luſt for praiſe, 
The ſprings that move man's buſtling days ? 
Where now, ye croud of hopes, and fears, 
All bright with joy, or ſad with tears ? 
Faith ſums the whole, with conſcious eye, 


— * 


Loſt, as a ſcanty drop, in heav'n's immenſity. 


Father of heav'n and earth! who bid the light 
Of radiant Truth, ſprung from thy ſov'reign Mind, 
Riſe on the dark abodes of human-kind, 
To chaſe the ſhades of Hell, as morn diſpels the night: 
O teach me rais'd, the nobleſt uſe of life, 
To follow where thy Wiſdom points the way, 
To public virtues ; where, with piercing ray, 
Thy word conſtrains the ſoul, and quells wild paſſions' 
ſtrife. | 
Teach me, ſuperiour, to deſpiſe 
Low Vice, though rob'd in Virtue's guiſe ; 
Of Sloth to burſt th' ignoble chain, 
And ſhun gay Pleaſure's tempting train ; 
To feed the mind with Wiſdom's ſtore, 
With conſcious peace, and virtue pure : 
| E 
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So ſhall the glorious morn ariſe, 
And Life awak'ning hail the trumpet of the ſkies. 


Now throng'd, AuGusTA pours her noble train 
Of PATRIOTS, bent to raiſe with great deſign, 
Their country's good; from AL BTOx's utmoſt line, 
To her vaſt empire thron'd beſide th ATLANTIS main. 
To hail their royal SiRE, in feſtive hour, 
They haſte as princes on ſome ſolemn day, 
Around their mighty ſov'reign homage pay ; 
And prop the public cauſe, by their confed'rate pow'r. 
Great foul ! that animates the realm ; 
That guides in darkeſt nights the helm 
Of BRITAIx's weal; tis thine to raiſe 
A kingdom's int'reſt ; thine the praiſe 
The joys of freedom to impart ; 
The gifts of trade, and peaceful art : 
Till wide the voice of gladneſs ſound, 


From fruitful THamrs, as far as CALEDoNiaA's 
bound. 


Through crouded ſtreets the city pours along; 
While, ever reſtleſs all the live- Iong day, 
The bufy Merchant plods his thoughtful way, 


Where Momus' gainful tribe with eager faces throng. 


— 


wm 
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At eve, ſweet Converſe and the gen'rous bowl 
Join Friendſhip's train, and bid dull cares retire : 


While love of game and pleaſure fans the fire, 


Which firſt allures, diſtracts, then ſinks th' ignoble 


ſoul. 
Then happy they, who raptur'd hear 


Such ſtrains as charm the BRITISH ear: 
When moral SHAKESPEAR's moving tale 
Does o'er the willing ſoul prevail : 
Rous'd by the ſcene, dread terrours round 
Invade the throng ; with magic ſound 
Fair Pity wakes the human figh, 

And Virtue brighter ſhows, in ev'ry tearful eye. 


Or where ſweet Muſic winds her jovial train, 
Up ſprings the ſprightly dance, in wand'ring maze ; 
While beam'd from ſparkling eyes, his torche, 
blaze, 
Love waves his purple wing, and kills with pleafing 
pain. | 
Or will the Muſe attend the lofty founds, 
While waking warblings ſweet, the tuneful Nine 
According lyres, and heav'nly voices join ; 
Till, like th' harmonious ſphere, CECILIA's dome re- 
bounds. 
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But hark, for the melodious train 
Awaken HANnDEL's ſoaring ſtrain: 
Reſounds the lyre, the ſprightly note 
Burſts from the rouſing trumpets throat: 
The vocal choir, and trebles high 
Waft kindling Fancy to the ſky : 
For to th' immortal bard is giv'n, 
To plunge the foul in woes, or mount in joys to 
heav'n. 


In crouding cities thus glad nights conſume; 
While loud caroufing in his antique hall, 
The happy ſquire bids feaſt, and rural ball, 
Full cups, and blazing fires, diſpel the winter- 
gloom. 
Loud rings the genial roof, as bleſs'd they raiſe 


The voice of conſcious freedom ; never known 


Where tyrants frown ; here ev'ry grace full 


blown, 
She reigns in native pride, and ſounds fair ENGLAND's 
praiſe. 


Or where the village-matron plies 
Her taſk, amaze with wild ſurpriſe, 
The haſty clofing circle hears 
Of ſtory'd ghoſts, and midnight fears ; 


* 
Of plagues that come by witches ſpell; 
Of griſly ſhapes, with paſſing bell 
At ſick man's door; a horrid tale 
To awe the ruſtic tribe, while chilling fears pre- 
vail. 


Awaken'd by the ſolemn changeful year, 


Now, heav'nly muſing, the rapt ſoul inſpires; 
And ſwifter than thoſe ever-waking fires 
That nightly ſhine, aſcends the ſteep harmonious ſphere. 
There ſoaring Fancy wings her daring flight 
Amid thoſe golden cars, that ever trace 


Around the Sun; while glorying in his race, 
On them the parent orb directs his radiance bright. 
Rapt ſhe adores the moving Soul 
Who rules and guides the mighty Whole: 
Who pours the wat'ry PLEIAPDESs urn, 
Or bids the bands of Orton burn: 


Who ſteers fam'd ARGos' radiant way, 


Or flow BooTEes' northern ray; 
Or bids ARcTuRus' fires appear, 
Eclips'd with rainy clouds, to cool the ſultry year. 
F 
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Then, pleas'd with her ambitious courſe, ſhe flies 
Through the fix'd ſtars ; ſees round each blazing ſun 
Unnumber'd ſyſtems in their journey run, 

To gild th' extended ſpace of yet untraveFd ſkies. 

Or tends the rapid comet in his flight ; 
Returning dread from Heav'n's moſt diſtant pole, 
He wheels the centre like a fiery goal ; 
Then flies again to vex the realms of ancient Night. 
Great Nature / workmanſhip divine, 
What human thought can trace thy line ! 
Fair Idea of th' eternal Mind, 
How glortons Hr who firft deſign d 
Thy glorious frame! ſole great and good, 
When ſhall his ways be underſtood ! 
His works ſmee hid through Nature's bound, 
How ſhall Heav'n's Architect, himſelf unſearchable, 
de found? 


Now, while without the louring tempeſts ſhow'r 
Fierce rattling hait, or foft deſcending ſhow, 
While wailing owls rehearfe their ſongs of wo, | 
'Tis thine, Philoſophy, to grace the happy midnight 
hour, : 
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Gladly with thee, my heav'nly guide, I ſoar 
On ventrous wing, beyond the ſolar ray; 
And following ſafe thy more celeſtial day, 
My courſe through ſecret depths of heav'n and earth 
explore. 
To mark how the ALMIGHTY reins 
His pond'reus orbs, in golden chains; 
And the attracted planets run, 
In myſtic dance, around the ſun; 
That whirling on his fiery pole, 
Reſiſts the hurrying ſpheres control; 
And rules wide from his central throne, 
Beyond the glare of Mars, or Saturn's radiant zone. 


Or greatly daring with bold NRwTox's line, 
As ſeraphs reed, or angels circling wing, 
Shall we attempt the realms of Heay'n's high 
King, 
Adjuſting time and ſpace, their regions to confine. 
Or humbly pleas'd, beneath our native ſky, 
Shall we purſue the ſwift revolving year ; 
With varying ſeaſons in their gay career, 
To warm the conſcious heart, or charm the raptur'd 


eye. 
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With ignorance let the driving ſtorm 
Seem raging uproar, to deform 
The heav'ns and earth ; thy nobler ſoul 
Unlocks the beauty of the whole ; 
Sees tempeſts ſweep the burthen'd air, 
And froſts the fruitful glebe prepare: 
And Winter's awful horrours riſe, 
To ſhed on cheriſh'd earth, the influence of the 
ſkies. 


With claflic grace, let the hiſtoric page 
Unfold her annals ; as the ſtudious mind 


Explores the rudiments of human-kind: 

Their ſtates, and riſing arts, or patriots' noble rage. 
Then converſe with the mighty dead, who rais'd 
So high the GRECIAN, and the RoMAN name; 
Who greatly ſtruggling nurs'd the virt'ous flame, 

Which bleſs'd the grateful ſtate, and through the na- 

tions blaz'd. 
Or raptur'd in the Muſes ſhades, 
I hear the nine harmonious maids, DO 
Awake bold HoMEeR's ſounding lyre ; 
Or courtly MaRo's temper'd fire; 
Or, ALB1oN, what thy bards rehearſe 
In buſkin'd ſtate, or daring verſe : 
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The magic ſtrains, with wondrous pow'r, * 
Attune the ſoul, and charm the liſt' ning midnight 
hour. 


Hail Cnavcex ! rev'rend Seer, with comic ſong, 
And antique lyre, to charm in fimpler days. 
Hail SpENCERI ſkill'd to train, midſt flow'ry ways 
Of fairy ground, our youth, led by inchantment 
ſtrong. 
Sweet SHAKESPEAR ! child of Fancy ! whom thy 
Nine 
Inſpire, and gave to drink the ſacred ſpring; 
With lofty MIL rox hail ! whoſe angel-wing, 
And Muſe of Fire, nor Earth, nor Hell, nor Heav'n 
itſelf confine. 
DRYDEN ! who paints in living page 
TiMoTHEvs' art, and TuxNus' rage: 
And Pore ! who leads the tuneful throng ; 
Great judge, and maſter of the ſong, 
With plaintive YounG and TyHomsoN, hail ! 
Inſtructive bard ! whoſe filvan tale, 
With Doric charm, and fancy bright, 
Inſpires my trembling wings, to trace thy nobler 
flight. * 
G 
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Thrice happy, who thus wiſely cheer the gloom 
Of pining nature, while delighted high, 
They court the Muſes' ſhrine, and pleas'd deſcry 
Fair Truth, all heav'nly bright, their darkneſs to 11— 
| lume. 
Let others madly brave the raging flood; 
Or climb high ſtories of the tow'r of ſtate ; 
Or wildly burſting from a vulgar fate, 
Invade their country's right, and plunge in civil 
blood : 
Superiour to blind Folly's ſtrife, 
'Tis thine to poliſh human life ; 
To guide through the inchanting maze- 
Of artful pleaſures ; thine the praiſe, 
Celeſtial quires ! to calm the rage 
Of youth, and warm declining age : 
While rous'd by your Promethean fire, 
Diſdaining earth, your ſons to native Heav'n aſpire. 


| 
: * 
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Ye tuneful Nine who leave the ſacred hill, 
And haunt in AL BTI ON vales your bliſsful ſeat : 
Lead me, ye Muſes! where, in fam'd retreat, 
You nurſe the patriot flame, and with your tranſport 
fill. 
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Or where, by winding Is Is' liſt'ning ſhore, 
Fair ENGLAND hears the filver-ſounding lyres 
Warble inchanting maze ; or pleas'd retires, - 
Where Cam, in rural ſhades; unlocks his learned 
ſtore. 5 
Or where bold CALE DON IA hears, 
With ardent foul, and raviſh'd ears, 
Your varied ſong ; while ſmoothy glide, — 5 
O native Fox TH thy ſwelling tides. oo 
Or where the gulfy EpEN pours, 
Let me employ the ſtudious hours : 
Or where ſwift Dez purſues his way, 
And wealthy CLyDE attends bright Science” ſoaring 
lay. 


O hide me in your ſhades! enraptur'd high, 
The ſecret depths of Nature's bound to trace ; 
How whirl'd with rapid ſpeed, and endleſs race, 

n their melodious ſphere, the golden planets fly. 

What rolls loud thunder down th' ethereal ſteep ; 
Or wraps in ling'ring ſhades, the winter-night : 
Or what detains gay SUMMER's radiant light, 

As loath to cool his ſtezds in ThETIS' weſtern deep. 


(0 1] 


Or with inſtructed ſtep, ye Muſes, guide, 
Safe through the maze of Life's dark winding vale ; 
For Vice and Folly, heard thy moral tale, 
Fly as dull ſhades, when Mora diſplays his purple 
pride. _ 
Improve, O man! this winter of thy days, 
To Virtue ſacred ; ſoon the tranſient gleam 
Of life ſhall vaniſh like a troubled dream, 
And Heav'n's eternal Spring dawn with unclouded 
rays. 
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Now REPUBLISHING his BEAUTIFUL Lyric Por us. 


THOU high ſeated on the muſes hill! 


Poſſeſſing PHorsus?” lyre and PHotBus' (kill ; 


Whether from the lofty ſteep vob boldly ſing, 

Or pluck freſh roſes by the facred ſpring, 

Or quaff the ſtream, while Fancy to THINE Eres, 
Bids NaTURE's charms in heav'nly viſion riſe; 

To grace thy Soxs, to ſteal the raviſt'd heart, 


To wake the VI RTV Es, and their Jors impart : 


_ — 
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Accept, 
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Accept, O Gravy! the humble wreath I bring, 


Tune my ſoft reed and teach me how to ſing. 
Teach me like THEE to gain the willing ſoul 
By Moxar TRUTH, and Mus1c's ſoft controul: 
Above the great, above the world to riſe, 
PROMETHEUSs like, and borrow off the ſkies, 
Teach me the Shafts of malice to deride ; 

The tooth of envy, and the frown of pride; 


Secure from ills that vex the rich and great, 


To fail life's ocean in a lowly ſtate. 


Not ſelfiſh, as amidſt its ſtorm I ſteer, 

To hide mine eyes from mis'ry's falling tear; 
But bleſs'd to cheer the gloom of ſad deſpair, 
To hear the orphan's and the widow's pray'r; 
To ſooth their pangs, unfold REL1crion's plan, 


Weep o'er their woes, and know my ſelf a man. 


EDINBURGAE, 
1768. 


RoBERT Coryvirr. 
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FIELD or FLOWD ON, 
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DESCRIPTIVE P O E M. 


They have fallen like the oak of the deſart, when it lies 


acroſs a ſtream, and withers in the wind of the mountains. 


Such were the words of the Bards in the days of the ſong, 
when the King heard the muſic of harps, and the tales of other 


times. OsSIAN. 


W HEN hoſtile FL.owpon's fatal field 
Was drench'd in blood, of gallant heroes ſlain, 


And 
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And princely chiets who hapleſs preſs'd the plain, 


No more the dread of foes in fight, no more their 
countries ſhield; 

Beſet with ghaſtly ſpectres round, 

A horrid ſhade with Gorgon terrors crown'd 

The grizly monarch hover'd o'er, 


And flapp'd his weary pinions dropping gore, 


Like a fell vulture gorg'd among the dead. 

The fiend of diſcord rear'd her ſnaky head, 

Her demons howl, her vengeful torches wave, 

She ſtalks where dead men groan, ſhe haunts red Trr- 


LUS wat'ry grave. 


They by the cruel doom of fight 
The flow'r of CAL EDON, the great, the good, 
Their ſnowy limbs lac'd with their golden blood, 


Groan furth their ſouls: vain was their warlike might, 


In 
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In vain in glitt'ring terrors dreſt ; 
In vain fat vict'ry on their plumy creſt“; 
In vain the mighty ſunk o'erpowr'd 
Beneath the brandiſh'd lightning of their ſword ; 
Heav*n ſeals their doom: Leave, leave ye fair! 
Your gaudy looms, and other weeds prepare : 
Prepare your fable weeds, in honour of the brave; 


And weave your true love's winding-ſheet for his un- 


timely grave. 


And you ye courtly train! who wait 
With loud tongu'd harps, to hail your Lord's return; 


B Ah! 


* All hiſtorians allow, that, in the beginning of this fatal conflict, the 
King of Scots carried all before him, and, with the forces from the north, 
intirely routed that part of the Engliſh army, where the Earl of 
Surry had placed his fon Sir Edward Howard, one, who, in reſpect of va · 


lour, and perſonal courage, was inferior to none. 


Ah! with what ſounds of dolor muſt ye mourn, 
How ſadly change the chords of joy, to wail his hapleſs 
fate ! | 


No more victorious from the foughten plain, 


He loads you with the treaſures of the ſhin ; 

No more enthron'd amid his warlike peers. 
Enjoys the martial ſong of former years ; 

The ſtrength of war, the people's ſhield 

Lies ſtretch'd in FLowpon's fatal field: 

Like Mans he led the hoſt with riſing morn “, 

At eve a falPn ſtar, of all his radiant glories ſhorn. 


Thus 


* James performed wonders, as the haſtorian obſerves. He diſmount- 
ed from his horſe, and commanding all his nobles and gentlemen, who 
fought next his perſon, to do the like, he ſpread fear and death wherever 
he turned his force : but in the end, this brave battalion was overpower- 
ed by numbers. The nobleſt and braveſt of the army then formed them- 
ſelves into a ring, and refuſing quarter, fought to the laſt, chooſing ra. * 
ther to fall with that Prince by an honourable death, than to fave their 


| lives by an ignominious flight, 


of Ty 


Thus lowly for their country laid, 
And gaſh'd with many a ſtreaming wound, 
The valiant ſunk their Prince around, 
And ſtretch'd their gory limbs in honour's bed. 
Huſh'd was the horrid din of arms, 
The neighing ſteed the victor's proud alarms ; 
Deep filence reign'd, fave o'er the purpl'd beak 
Aſcend with awful pauſe, the heavy groans of death.: 
Save that with dolorous horns afar, 
SURRY drew off his broken ranks of war; 
He mourn'd his bowmen fall'n in fight, 
And veil'd his trembling fears, in the dun ſhades of 


night. 


But when the MERCITIAN files with dauntleſs look, 


With martial trumps and clanging arms, 


Such as might rouſe the dead to war's alarms, 
Their 


1 


Their SchTT 151 ſpears yet firmly ſhook ; 
S' ook all the hills and valleys ſteep, 
And ſtartl'd the quick ear of coward ſleep, 
The dying heroes ble(s'd the warlike found. 
Thrice Dou L as, where he prels*d the bloody ground“ 
Amidſt his foes, his dreadful creſt diſplay'd, 
And thrice he wav'd his flaming blade, 
« O Heav'n ! might DovGrLas riſe to lee 
The pride of ENGLAND laid in duſt, his king and 
country free.“ 
ARGYLE and LEN NOX where they lay , 


With Sr. CLAIR, Max WELL, GoRbpo bold, 
Whole 


* John Douglas Earl of Morton, with George Maſter of Angus, and 


many brave men of their vaſlals, were among the flain. 


+ Archibald Campbell Earl of Argyle, Malcolm Stuart Earl of Lennox, 
William Sinclair Earl of Caithneſs, John Lord Maxwell, and his three 
brothers, Alexander Gordon Marquis of Huntly, were among many who 


made that day lamentable to their country by their death. 


3 


Whoſe ſpear the Engliſh bows conrad. 0 


Like bloody lions panting o'er their prey, 
Attend with joy their ſhouting phalanx boaſt. 
And thou fall'n captain of a mighty hoſt ! 

Heroic JAuES! thy gen'rous ſwelling ſoaul 

Deep groaning o'er thy people's bitter dole, 

Their ſtrength, their glory falln by doom of war, 
Hover'd a while and ſooth'd thy ſad delpair ; 

He heard his trumpet blow, he ſaw his banners fly, 


And, ſmiling in the pangs of death, ſprung to the ſtar- 
ry {ky. 3; 2 


O horrid FLOW DON! ſtain'd with kindred gore, 


The tomb of parricide, chy children's grave; 


C Not 


7 
; * 
* 


1 
Jeegps brine thy guilt ſhall lave ; 


4 
No 


for FYLLUS thine ! ſtill ſeek TwEEp's wat'ry ſhore, * 


1hy guiky head ſtill ſtrive to hide, 

And plunge thee in a purer tide ; 

In vain ! the ſtory of thy crimes 

Shall chill the bold to future times : 

The ſheeted ghoſt ſhall haunt thy ſtream, 

Night ravens wail with doleful ſcream, 

And' birds of prey: this treach'rous flood 

Beheld thy ſons, O Scor LAND! ſlain, and drunk her. 
children's blood. | 


Tho? for the brave ſpread on th* infanguin'd plain, 


Beating their tender breaſts fond mothers wail ; 
Tho? 


* The river Till which riſes out of Cheviot hills, runs by Wooler, and 
falls, after a winding courſe, into the Tweed. This the Engliſh paſſed at 
Melford, and hard by on a declivity, ſince famous by the name Flowdon, 
was this battle fought. 


B 
Tho' frantic widows rend with ſhrieks the vale, 
And bathe each mangl'd corſe with briny tears in vain. 
Tho? a whole land in ſackloth mourn'd, 
And foes their rage to pity turn'd, 
Still ſhall the muſe deplore their doom; 
Still mark with her rude verſe the hero's tomb. 
The ſick'ning ſun withdrew his clouded light, 
The fiends relenting groan'd to the fad night; 
The night her pearly dews ſoft ſorrows ſhed, 
And dunneſt ſhades, her mantle . o' er the 


Calm peace and gentleſt ſlumbers wait 
Where low the clay-cold hero lies: 
Tho' here no pomp of fun'ral obſequies, 


No martial trophies led, no ſteeds of ſtate, 


Yet 


1 
Yet Hoxov true ſhall crown the brave, 
And FREEDOM haunt the hallow'd grave; 
Their deeds high in hiſtoric page 
Shall riſe their monument to every age: 
Their Sword could turn the battle's tide, 
Their CounTRY's Love all death deiy'd ; 
Their Sour of Grokx then molt loyal found 
When with their Lord his Chieftains fell, transfix'd 


with many an wound. 


Tho? envy fierce with baſiliſk eye“ 


And noiſy clamour helPs foul harpies tear 


The 


The invectives of modern ſeurrility and national abuſe, cannot fail 
to rouſe in every honeſt mind a juſt indignation. What venom of this 
kind has been of late vented to the ſhame of human nature! vented moſt 
undeſervedly againſt a generous, free, and warlike people! The authors 


and abettors of ſuch impotent malignity are equally contemptible, and the 
miſchief 


5 
The wreath of praiſe, theſe fangs are blunted here; 
Your eagle-pinion'd fame to heav'n doth fly, 
Your fame thro? the wide ** is heard; 


This race victorious CESAR fear'd, © 


D Their 


miſchief they deſign' d, like the wicked counſel of Achitophel, recoils up- 
on themſelves. The glory of an intrepid, virtuons, loyal, and great na- 
tion will be acknowledged by future ages with admiration, while the ve- 
ry memorial of the man who reviles his country, defies his ſovereign, and 
blaſphemes his God, ſhall periſh, leſt even the recollection of fuch mon- 


ſtrous wickedneſs, ſhould contaminate the principles of poſterity. 


* Hiſtorians agree that the Roman legions never conld reduce the Cale- 
donians or North Britons, bat contented themiblres with building the fa- 
mous rampart known by the name of Graham's Dyſe, to reſtrain the inroads 
of the brave race, who, notwithſtanding, carried fire and ſword into the 


Roman Province, wearied out the patient valour of the legionarics, and 


obl:ged the emperors at laſt to relinquiſh all their conqueſts, and give up 


their claim to Britain. 


=_ — ———— << — ——f K 
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Their ſword made DAN ISH AcHno yield, * 
And Epwarp humbled in a bloody field; 
And captive PiERcy with his Engliſh bow, Þ 
ExtolPd the arm, which laid his bluſhing honours low 
The chance of war is heav'ns dread doom, 
The hand of fate, now ScoT LAND, brings thy heroes 


to the tomb. 


O 


* King of Norway, now part of Denmark. He arrived nigh the iſland 
of Bute with 160 fail, 20,000 ſoldiers, was intirely routed eſpecially by A- 


lexander Stuart the great grandfather of James . 


+ The famous defeat at Bannockburn, when Edward II. engaging with 
a handful of brave veterans under Robert the Bruce, loſt his whole ar- 


my, and relinquiſhed his conqueſts. 


+ William Douglas ſon to Lord Archibald, laid waſte England to the 
gates of York; gained the famous battle of Otterburn againſt Lord 
Henry Piercy, The young hero Douglas loſt his life ; and Piercy, with his 


brother, and many others, were carried priſoners to Scatland. 


( 15 ] 

O flow'r of valour! fall'n in war 
Whoſe proweſs now ſhall fave a ſinking land, 
Or who fell fire and ſword withſtand ? 
I ſee the horrid fiends come on afar, 
Amazement leads, as o'er the plain 
Rude deſolation pours amain : 
Oppreſſion rears her ſcourge of ſnakes, 
Her iron chain grim bondage ſhakes, 
Famine with faded form is there, 
And pallid grief, and ſullen care, 
And direful peſtilence with death combin'd 
Sweeping with waſteful ſcythe, the remnant of man- 


kind. 


But lo! from ſacred manſions of the ſky, 


Bright ſmiling peace with winged doves, deſcends : 


Her 


[ 26 ] 


Her magic olive ſee the pow'r extends, 


And back to hell's abode BEL LOoNI's furies fly. 
The land renews her wonted pride, 
Her paſt'ral reed on green hill fide 
Reſounds ; the purple light of morn 
Smiles o'er the vales of waving corn; 
Peace ſoothes with healing hand a nation's ſtound, 
And pours her lenitive in ev'ry wound, 
Unlocks the current of Bx1TAaNnNTa's fame, 
Her growing ſtrength, her riſing arts, her patriots 
kindling flame. 
Like denen thron'd, ſee ſov'reign ANNE“ reſtrain 
Two jealous realms, the calms their ancient hate, 


She 
* The uniting of two great nations, whoſe fierce comentjons had often 


proved fatal to themſelves, and ſpread terror and ruin among their neigh- 


bouring 


„ 
She binds them ſtrong in one compacted ſtate, 
Bids FREEDOM's banner wave, extends firm UNToN's 
golden chain. 
No more two ſiſter- nations wage 
Deteſted war, with barb'rous civil rage: 
The {ſword of parricide is ſtain'd no more, 
And their deſcending faulchions bluſh with only fo— 


reign gore. 


E. Wave 


bouring kingdoms. The forming thefe by the folemn conſent of the ſtates, 
into one firm, free, and happy conſtitution, is one of the molt memorable 
events which we mcet with in the Britiſh annals, Every man's particu- 
lar advantage under the happy union of the two nations, obliges him to 
acknowledge ſo fortunate an event, and he muſt be very inſenſible who 
can look back upon theſe great patriots who brought about ſo excellent 
a ſtare of union and government, and not feel his breaſt warm with gra- 
titude ; and worſe than inſenſible, who can go about with malevolent de- 
ſigns to interrupt this harmony of government, and divide a nation againſ! 


itſelf. 


TY 2 


Wave fierce her enſigns! wave in BLEN HEI M's field, 


Till great Bavar and vanquiſh'd GaLLTA yield. 
Till fame reſound, and laſting laurels grow 
To wreathe BRITANNTA“s crown, to ſhade her MALBRO'S 


warlike brow. 


With joy the muſe ſhall mark the golden year , 


When GEoRGE thy ſceptre ſway'd with ample reign 


From 


* Under the preſent auſpicious reign, tue ſucceſs attending the Britifh 
arms has been as great and extenſive, as * ever Known in any period 
whatever. 

This ſucceſsful monarch has carried his victorious arms through every 
quarter of the world ; places of {ſtrength the moſt remote, and deemed 
impregnable, have been reduced; the intereſts of Britain, and the glory of 
her arms have been ſupported through the Mogul's empire by au ollicer 
of character from North Britain, with laſting honour to his brave batta- 
lions, and with glory and advantage to his king and country. A great 


general 
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From eaſtern BENGAL, to th' AT LAN TT plain, 
And mighty tyrants ſunk beneath the light'ning of 
thy ſpear, 
T hear thy naval thunders roar, 
See GALL1A tremble to her utmoſt ſtore, 
See FERDINAND! thy triumphant banners {ly 
In MiNDExN's fatal field ; beneath another fy 
I fee thy tow'rs imperial Qu ꝝEREC bow! 
Maxt1LLa's walls, Havanxan's ſtrength laid low, 
While SCOTLAND great in ev'ry field 
Thy bloody laulchion thins the war, reſounds thy 
dreadful ſhield. 


With 


general, ſeconded by an exporienced and ſacceiSrul admiral, lave accom- 
plithed the conqueſt of the French empire in North America, The many 
laurels reaped in Germany by a great perſonage, waofe courage, ability, 
and good fortune, will aſtonithi aſter-2ges, intirely humbled the pride of 
the enemies of Great Britain ; and the great part which the Scots nation 
bore in all theſe conqueſts, has juſtly procured them the thanks of the 


country, and of the ſovereign. 


1 

With mother's pride behold another train 
In whom renew'd thine ancient glories burn, 
Rite like the PHOENIX from his parent's urn: 
Like Mars another DouGLas ſhakes the plain. 
CAMPBELL, CATHCART, and MukRay bear afar, 
Thy banners through the proftrate ranks of war. 
LoTHIan, MONTGOMERY fee, the gallant Granay, 
And mighty STEWARTS build thy growing fame: 
Another patriot, SCoT, his country's prop, 
Great GokRDos, HavilToxN, LyoxN, gen'rous Hope, 
Hay, IRvINE, PRIMROSE, MARCHWMONT toll to raiſe 
Fam'd CaLEDboN thy tow'ring head, now bleſt with 


golden days. 


Enough, enough has ALBroNn mourn'd 


By tuicign fields and barb'rous civil rage; 


Now 


of wo 
Now born to bring the great AUGUSTAN age, 
GEORGE ſhuts war's adamantine gates, on golden 
hinges turn'd “. 
He calls his princely STAaTEs around, 
His SENATE bold, yet faithful found, 
To hear a kingdom's good diſplay'd, 
And prop the public cauſe by their confed'rate aid. 
They come, they come, a PaTTRIOT BanD, 


The envy and the dread of every land: 
F Thus 


* Our preſent ſovereign brought the war, by his ſignal and repeated 
victories to a glorious concluſion. He gave laws to the two mighty mo- 
narchies of France and Spain; he gave peace like the father of his people 
to his kingdoms, and to the whole world. Ever ready to promote the good 
of his ſubjects, to defend their rights, to advance commerce, and the libe · 
ral arts, to temper judgment with mercy, it can be no flattery to com- 
pare him to that great emperor Titus Veſpaſian, whoſe beneficence 
and ſhining virtues intitled him to the appellation of deliciae humani generii, 
the delight of mankind. 


„„ 
Thus great in Rowe her godlike ſenate ſhone, 
When HE the world's delight thus ſpoke from his im- 


perial throne. 


4 Great friends and ſenators of Rows ! 

© On whom their oracle the liſtning world does wait, 

« And ſcepter'd monarchs to enquire their fate, 

« Attend like gracious Heav'n and ſeal their doom! 

« By virtue's arts refine mankind, 

&« And train to what is great and good the fierce bar- 
© barians mind. 

* Oppreſlion curb, her lifted rod reſtrain, 

Nor hear the Gods blaſphem'd, and juſtice plead in 
vain : | 

«« But chiefly toil to build Rome's mighty fame 


— — 


% On public virtues ; quench the guilty flame 


* Of 


= WW 
Of ſelfiſh faction, luxury, and ſtrife, 


4 


* 


That poilon of our empire's weal, which taints her 


„ ſprings of life.“ 


© What rear'd th* unfading worth of ancient times, 


1% Not ſordid gold, nor robes of TVYRITAN dye, 


Not revels looſe of waſteful luxury, 

« But temp'rance, like a virgin pure, unſtain'd with 
** modern crimes. 

Thus CurrIvus * bore your fame afar, 


« And SciP10 T hail'd the thunder-bolt of war ; 


- 


6 Tour 

* A noble Roman, whoſe frugality and honeſty was equal to his moſt 
undaunted courage : Having conquered Pyrrhus, he divided the lands of 
Rome, to every man four acres, ſaying, © None mould be a captain, who 
% could not live hardy like a ſoldier.” When offered a bribe by the ene- 


mies of his country, he rejected it with diſdain, ſaying, © He would ra- 
© ther be ruler over the rich, than rich himſelf.” 


+ A Roman ſenator, who, having long ſtruggled to reduce the power of 
Carthage, 


[24 ] 
* Your conqu'ring eagles thus brave Caro * led, 
« And great Ewirttvs Þ rear'd his laurePd head: 


« A ſober firm united ſoul, 


In theſe could all the ſubje&t world controle : 


. 


Their wealth was glory, their contention great, 


c 


Lad 


To build with one conſenting mind high RoukE's 
« imperial ſtate.” 


GENIUS 


Carthage, ſailed over to Africa, ſack'd Carthage, and advanced the glory 
of the republic to its greateſt ſplendor. 


The elder Cato, a noted ſoldier, and moraliſt. He ſubdued great part 
of Spain. His grandſon Cato Uticenſis is famous for his oppoſition to Cae- 


ſar, when he invaded the liberties of Rome. 


+ Paulus Emilius. The diſintereſtedneſs of this Roman was remarkable. 
Having conquered Macedon, he brought all the ſpoil of that ancient and 
opulent kingdom into the public treaſury, reſerving nothing to himſelf, 
but the glory he ſo juſtly acquired by his uncommon love to his coun- 
try, and his attention to ſupport her intereſt. 


L- 83:3 

Genius of ALBIow ! poiſing with juſteſt reign 
The ſcale of empire, while the nations come 
From eaſtern GaNnGEs, to enquire their doom, 
And ſcepter'd Kings from Inp1a's weſtern plain; 
While millions thro? the peopl'd land, 
Look to be bleſs'd, inſpire the ardent band 
Of choſen PaTRIOTS; roule the extinguiſh'd flame 
Of ancient worth, which the rude world did tame ; 
Blaze in the SENATE till renew'd by thee 
The PuBLic VIRTUES riſe in glorious harmony; 
Till vice and faction from their throne be hurl'd, 


And BRITAIN'S EMPIRE riſe the dread and envy of 


the world. 


i — _ —— —— * 


The ALBION PRINCESS. 


A PinDdaric Ode, 


E . 
7 WAS at the ſolemn feſtival, where Fame 
With beſt remede allays fad Virtue's ſtound, 
On column high inſhrines her ſacred name, 
With ſculptur'd praiſe and blooming garlands crown'd ; 
Aloft, ſupreme, in godlike ſtate, 
On her imperial throne, Britannia fat ; 
And, with a Parent's conſcious pride, 
Surveyed her dauntleſs race, whoſe valour try'd, 
Could frowning Death defy ; 
Could brave grim Tyrant's ſtormful eye, 
Or madd'ning Faction's frantic mood, 
With Furies' torch, and axes dy'd in blood. 
And now their ſtarry fronts ſublime, 
They lift amid their bold compeers, 
Whilſt on her eagle wings reſponſive Echo bears 
Their proud renown thro! ev'ry diſtant clime. 


11 
1 . 


gar, Goddeſs dread ! whoſe conqu'ring arm 


Does wield old Ocean's thund'ring ſpear, 
On whoſe fell Xgis wait Alarm, 
Deſpair, and Death, and flying Fear ; 
Say thou, what theme, what high immortal verſe, 
The raptur'd Nine ſhall to the Lyre rehearſe. 
The Goddeſs thus: Your loftieſt notes employ ; 
The Ocean's DAUGHTER claims the ſacred ſong ; 
And Britain marks with pride and joy, 
Her champion Knight amid the laurel'd throng.” 
Th' harmomous Sifters plac'd on high, 
Crown'd with unfading chaplets meet, 
With flying fingers wake each bolder ſtring ; 
And whilſt the heav'nly minſtrels ſing, 
Fame lifts her clarion to the vaulted ſky, 
And what th'.zthereal herald Dame 
Peals to the pole with loud acclaim, 
Well pleas'd the liſt'ning ſpheres repeat. 
© 
They Virtue ſung with radiance mild, 
Of each celeſtial grace, 
Height'ning the charm of Female Pride, 
Where, young-eyed Beauty by her ſide, 
And bluſhing Worth, and virgin Spring, 
Shedding ſweet flow'rets from her purple wing, 


(33 
The Albion PRrI1NCEss gayly ſmil'd, 
Nor fancy'd that her charms beguil'd, 
In roving youth's bewilder'd chace, 
The ſovereign of the Cimbrian race. 
Ah hapleſs FAIR! the ftorm of Fate 


Lours on thy morning-beam ; 


Thine evil Genius ſends in hate, 
To tempt thy youth acroſs the Ocean's ſtream. 
Thy chaſte reſerve, thy coy reluQtance vain ; 


The Fatal Siſters wreathe thy crown, entwin'd with grief and pain. 


. 
And Nors, with youthful paſſion fir' d, 
To gain the peerleſs Ma1D afpir'd : 
At Hymen's ſhrine he bow'd, and ſwore 
The nuptial vow, and proudly bears afar, 
Like princely merchant from Cathaian ſhore, 
His diamond ſpoil. Set in his Cimbrian throne, 
The Albion gem ſo ſparkling ſhone, 
"Mid Gothic gloom ſuperior ſeen : 
And as bright Phoſpher's orient beam 
Begilds the foaming Scandian wave, 
Day's harbinger, with trembling gleam, 
So, Albion, ſhone thy Northern Star, 
With native charm, and pow'r to pleaſe ; 

B 


1 
To {till hoarſe Tempeſt in his rocky cave, 


To ſmooth the bluſt' ring Baltic ſeas, 
Imperial DAUGHTER of the Ocean's Queen. 
I. 2. 


Ah ! Deſtiny, revoke thy doom ; 


Ye buſy Fates, reverſe the loom 
Myſterious here below : 

How muſt the conſcious boſom bleed, 
When Guilt, oppreſſive, ſinks the head 
Of ſov'reign Worth, laid low. 
Torn from the regiſter of Time, 
Oblivion! hide th' abhorred crime 
But, ah! the hope is vain! 


Nor youth, nor innocefice reſtrain, 
Nor ſolemn league, nor dignity, 


With ſcepter'd rule; the mercileſs fiends aſſail, 


And hurl the pleading victim from on high, 


Much injur'd Da uE! for thee, in Albion's dale, 
The Muſe ſhall mourn, culling each fragrant flow'r 


To ſtrew thy path : but what avail 

Her ſacred tears to charm thy bitter ſtour ! 
. 8. 

Hark! wildly howling for their prey, 

A horrid rout with fummons drear 

The palace ſtorm ; and flying Fear 


4 ſted 


CPP 
Arreſted marks their hideous wrath, 
Their eyes of fire, and jaws of death. 
See where the wolves of hell draw nigh ! 
Mad Jealouſy conducts the fray, 
And Envy fierce with baſiliſk eye, 
And Clamour with Cerberean tongue, 
And baleful Harpies hated throng ; 
Theſe fiends the Cimbrian Hydra bate, 
Rouſing the Ocean Dragon ſwoln with pride, 
To haunt the Dame with fangs of parricide, 
And pois'nous floods of unrelenting hate. 


. 
Unequal ſtrife; refiſtance vain ! 
What ſhall the dogs of hell control, 
What charm their barb'rous rage enchain 
What can fell envy's pow'r with-ſtand, 
That dar'd aſſail the ſtarry pole, 
Blaſting malignant the angelic band. 
Her ſummer friends, falſe traitors, fled, 
And captive Nors in fetters led; 
The ſavage rout with vengeful fangs deface 
The ſacred ſhrine of her unſullied fame ; 
Tread in the duſt each princely grace, 
Her ſcepter'd right, and regal diadem. 


In 


(3) 


In inſolence of rebel pow'r 
Juſtice deride, and Heaven defy, 


While the high-arching dome and trembling ſhore, 
Reſound with howling Murder's horrid cry. 


1 
Hark ! Ranſa comes; the rebel band, 
With ſhouts of violence, demand 
Their Sov'REIGN's ſacred blood. 
See! in the front, with haggard eyes, 
Wild with uſurped ſtate, 
Fierce Julian burſts the regal dome; 
Her Furics' torch toſs'd to the ſkies. 
Appals with dire annoy, 
Rouſing the treaſons of the night, 
Like Sinon, curs'd with ſtedfaſt hate, 
Amid the maſſacre of Troy: 
Hell in her train, and Murder's brood, 
She hies with brand of parricide, to light 
Pale ſlaughter'd Virtue to the tomb. 

2. 

Lo! there, by ruffian traitors bound, 
The beauteous victim hes, 
With feſtive wreaths and garlands crown'd, 
Proud Julian's ſacrifice. 
No pitying eye devotes a tear, 
Nor kind relief nor welcome hopes appear; 


Nor 
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Nor can her ſex or high deſcent delay 
The axe of Faction roaring for her prey. 


* I come, rough miniſters of Fate; 
„True virtue {ſhrinks not from the ruthleſs ſteel : 
% Now, Julian, ſatiate thine ambitious hate; 
Mine innocence thou canſt not kill: 
© But, ah! the bitter, bitter ſinart, 
That drinks my ſoul, and tears my rending heart; 
„% My harmleſs infants ! muſt they bleed, 
Ah! horrid, murd'rous deed ! 
See Julian drains their honey'd breath; 
Their quivering limbs forſaking life, 
** Ga{l'd by the guilty Furies' knife, 
* Ah! hide convuls'd in death, 
Vengeance juſt Heaven! ſhe cry'd aloud, 


Then ſwoon'd in agony amid the barb'rous croud. 


.. 
Fill high the meaſure of your ſhame, 
In bloody pomp prepare 
The ſable block, the tort'ring wheel, 
The axe's horrent glare; 
Then maſk'd in Falſehood's varniſh'd guiſe, 
In mock'ry cheat the world with lies: 
Decree, with hearts which only feel 
| C Painful 
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Painful remorſe, and never-ending wo, 

Ihe ſacred blood of royalty to flow: 

Deep brand the hateful nation's fame, 

Whilſt all, to conſecrate your crimes, 

The hoary doating judges ſtand 

Perverting Juſtice” ſcale, with corrupt hand; 

Diſgrace of ſenates ! chain'd on the blaſt of feorn, 

Meet recompence, through future times, 

With public infamy your guilt be borne. 
. 

Treaſon ! what pow'r arreſts thine arm 

In palſied ſtupor bound 

What magic charms thy hand diſarm 

High rais'd to give the wound. 

Or does the thunder of the ſky 

Confound the guilty head ? 

Or does the voice of Conſcience cry, 

All hell is in the deed ? 

Soon theſe ſhall pour vindictive ſtorm 

Of fire, and wrath, and plagues deform : 

Meanwhile, in earneſt of the fate 

That hangs indignant o'er the rebel ſtate, 

Albion, to whom the godlike pow'r is given, 

To wield tremenduous the ſcourge of Heav'n, 


Sends 


_ „ 
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Sends forth her Knight, ſo wiſe and true, 


Thee, KerTH ! whoſe dauntleſs preſence ſinks the bold, 


And martial menace, like her chiefs of old, 

Shot through each heart diſmays the hideous crew. 
aw. . 

Lo! where his hon-port he rears, 

Dreadful with awe-commanding frown, 

And blaſts the proud with freezing fears, 

His looks to Gorgon terror grown : 

Like inſpiration on his kindling ſoy], 

The iſland-genius comes, and clothes his brow 

With bold demeanor to controul, 


And fires with loyal zeal, and gives his eyes to glow. 
See, in his mighty hand he graſps, to bear 

Terrific thunders of Britannia's ſpear : 

Vengeful, aloft, the chief diſplays 

Her brandiſh'd lightnings forky blaze; 

Mid ſplendors fierce her ſevenfold ſhield, 

Xg1s of Jove, whoſe flaming ray | 

Darts heav'n-bred horrors o'er the blood-ſtain'd field; 
Deſpair, and haſty rout; and flying wild diſmay. 


1 | 
** Hold,” Faction! hold ; the impious deed 
** Shall ſeal thy direful bane ; 
** The 
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The nation's blood, the ocean's tide, 
„Would fail to waſh the ſtain. 

** Attend the charge : In Albion's dreadful name 
Cancel the bloody doom, reſign thy wrath ! 


'* The great Aud us rus vindicates her fame, 
And comes, anon, with maſſacre and death. 


cc 


Behold his raging navy, borne 

With banner'd terror, ſhakes the northern wave: 

* Ah, Scandia ! on that fatal morn 

When Albion's voice in thund'ring tempeſt roars, 

* And fire and vengeance whelm your ſhores, 

What arm ſhall judgement brave? 

Where ſhall abhorred Treaſon flee 

** For refuge from the ſtorm ? 

Where hopeful bend the ſuppliant knee, 

Which crimes and blood deform ? 

© Hear! and relent, ere late Repentance riſe 

© To wail her blaſted ſhores, to lave 

Her daring guilt with ever-ſtreaming eyes. 
\ | 

Like trembling coward Ranſaw ſhook ; 

Proud Julian ſtood aghaſt: 

Bold Faction, ſhrunk in troubl'd look, 


Adown her axes caſt : 


8. 3 

Rebellion flies, and, charm'd to ſleep, 
The ſtorm of outrage reſts like the relenting deep, 
He rais'd the PRINCEss from the ground, 
From death redeem'd; diſpels her fears, 
And from their ſavage chains unbound, 
Her mind with ſoothing comfort chears. 
Anon, ſwift o'er the foaming tide 
Britannia's tow'ring veſſels hie, 
The Dame receive with regal pride, 
With ſhouts, and cannons thund'ring cry. 
Beneath a BROTHER's ſhield ſhe finds repoſe; 
Old Ocean ſmooths his angry waves, 
To greet his DAUGHTER bright; 
Fair Thetis, girt with her cerulean train 
Of ſiſter-nymphs, in em'rald vails bedight, 
Safe in her ſhelt'ring arms the Dame receives, 
'Scap'd from the fury of her Gothic foes, 
And wafts in triumph proud acroſs the wond'ring main, 

; "Hs 
Sweet Peace attend thee, Royal FAI R, 
Secur'd from Envy's frown ; 
Britain the column {hall prepare, 
Grac'd high with bright renown. 

D 
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Thy baleful ſtound, the thorns of grief 
Keen preſſing on thy breaſt, 
Time ſhall allay with fond relief, 
Her wings ſoft ſhedding grateful reſt. 
Like Venus crown'd, with ſov'reign mien, 
And Siren voice, charming rude winds that blow, 
With ſmiles of amity, the ALBION QUEEN 
Shall kindly ſooth a 81s T ER's wo. 
A BROTHER's arm ſhall vindicate thy right, 
Should mad'ning Faction muſter to deface 
The ſacred honours of thy ſov'reign race; 
AvuGusTUs ſhall ariſe in dreadful might, 
His thund'ring Navy ſhake the ſtrand ; 
His warhke PEERs, ſo juſt and brave, 
With fire and ſlaughter waſte the land, 


And cruſh the traitors, whelm'd in the devouring wave. 


VF. 4 
And THov RENOWN'D! whoſe fearleſs ſoul 
Mid civil ſtorm and outrage brav'd 
The Cimbrian race, with bold controul, 
Enchain'd. the Hydra, and the PRINCESss ſav'd, 
Accept this verſe the hallowed quire beſtows, 
A feſtive wreath to bind thy warlike brows. 


(IF } 
A grateful PRINCE, a grateful land, 
Thy Civic crown with ſplendors meet prepare; 
The QUEEN of Ocean haſtes, with buſy hand, 
To decorate thy ſparkling diadem. 
Nor ſhall invidious harpies tear, 
Nor jealous pride, thy flow'ring fame. 
Unweary'd Fame ſhall waft thine endleſs praiſe, 
With trumpet-voice, to the remoteſt days; 
Heroes unborn ariſe, and learn to glow 


With THINE unconquer'd FLAME, to quell Britannia's foe, 


Thus ſung the Nine : with blooming garlands crown'd, 
The Goppkss ſees her pillar'd trophies riſe, 
Charg'd with her DauoHTER's fame, while to the ſkies 
The winged herald peals the loud triumphant ſound, 


py 
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AIL to the CxtETI whom civic wreaths adorn, 


Whoſe loud acclaim from pole to pole is borne ; 
Whoſe godlike ſtrife to fave a ſinking land, 

To wrench the ſcourge from ſtern oppreſſion's hand, 
To ſhield the laſt remains, the children brave 

Of freedom ſtruggling mid the Tyrrhene wave; 

The Britiſh youth ſhall mark with fond ſurpriſe, 
And patriots feel their kindred paſſions riſe ; 

More bold to plead for their invaded laws, 

And grapple danger for the public cauſe ; 

To. quell the ſtorm when madd*ning factions roar, 
Or tyrant Bourbon, from his hoſtile ſhore, 


Like great PaoL1, tend their country's call, 


Reſolved on conqueſt, or a glorious fall. 


What tho? illiberal France, with venal band, 


Now proudly lord it o'cr thy native land! 
A The 
„ 
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The ſordid fate prepare; with tyrant frown 
And laviſh yoke, to bend thy country down. 
What tho? fell bondage ſhake her iron rod 
O'er Cortes walls, glad freedom's late abode! 
Yet brighter days ſhall gild the fav'rite iſle, 
And fate, relenting, on her warriors ſmile, 
The race of Herler ev'ry danger braves, 
Nor tamely bends to hoſts of Larian ſlaves. 
The public love each kindred boſom fills, 
And pours her champions from a hundred Hills: 
Fiercely they rally' o'er the Cyrncan * ſhore, 


And drench the iſland with invader's gore. 
Unconquer'd Cyrna, ſtruggling to be free, 
Still rends the yoke of galling ſlavery ; 


Renews the mortal charge with deep*ning roar, 
Like the wild waves which daſh her rocky ſhore. 


Still 


* The Author in this Poem uſes the antient name of Corſica, which 
wa called Czrnum or Cyrna by the Greeks, from Cyrnus, the fon of 
Hercules, who was ſuppoſed to have been the firſt who planted a colony 
in that Ifl-nd. See — de urbibus, or that curious and intereſting 


Hiſtory of Corſica, lately * by the ingenious JaMss BosWELL, 
Eſq; of Auchialeck, a 
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Still Bour hon's mercenary hoſt ſhall bleed; 
Again high Cyrna lift her laurel'd head; 
Again triumph in thy victorious ſword, 
The public father to his ſons reſtor'd. 


Thus would the Muſe, who in thy wrongs takes-part, 
Who feels the pangs which rend thy patriot heart, 
To ſooth thy grief, her humble tribute bring 
Of lenient hope, ſhed from her trembling wing; 
Hope, our good Angel, with bright radiance crown*d, 
With healing hand, allays misfortune's ſtound ; 
Diſpels the gloom which adverſe tempeſts raiſe, | 


And gilds dark providence with orient rays; 


Points to the ſhipwreck' d mariner afar 


His port, and guides him like the polar ſtar. 


What rouſed the Maccabean race to arms, 
Who ſhook the Sy: ian tyrant with alarms? 
What ſteePd the heart of Brutus, ſternly good, 
To ſave fall'n Rome, redeem'd by Cæſar's blood? 
What led the Great, whoſe pinion'd fame does ſoar, 
Thee Tamerlane / diſtain'd with eaſtern gore? 


The 
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The toiling Muſcovite, Guſtavus bold, 


To face each danger, when in arms grown old? 
"Twas the big hope ſtill bounding in their breaſt 
To fave mankind, by tyrant pow'r oppreſt. 

The harveſt reap'd in iron fields, to ſee 

Bleſs'd peace eſtabliſh'd, and their country free. 


This arm'd fair England”s champions for the fight, 
To combat myriads in their country's right; 
ViRtorious Alfred ſtain'd with Daniſh gore, 
Her Edwards, Henrys, on the Gallic ſhore ; 


Their ſwords the ſcourge of heav'n, with vengef ul glare 


©? 


Shook o'er the foe dread peſtilence and war ; 

While kingdoms, tyrants, ſhrunk before their frown, 
Whole ſcanty legion ſhook the Gallic throne. 

The land which trembling fear'd a foreign ſword, 
With grateful welcome haiPd her laurePd lord; 
Wing'd conqueſt led ; grim bondage ſtalk'd behind, 
In rattling chains, ſhe for the brave deſign'd; 


High-thron'd, her guardian ſpread the gifts of peace, 


- 


And freedom charter'd to a dauntlefs race; 
Beneath 


: CSF 
Beneath his buckler, loyal, bold, and free, 
They ſhar'd the golden ſweets of liberty. 


Oh Liberty man's firſt and choiceſt treaſure! , 
Bright ſoul of virtue! ſacred ſource of pleaſure? 


Daughter of heaven! with every blooming grace 


To charm the bold, and poliſh human race. 

Without thee nature droops, and all we boaſt 

Of country, friends, and kindred, all is loſt : 

The plume of grandeur fades, life knows no bleſling ; 
No rich endearment worth carefling. 


The world, a dreary, darkſome priſon lies, 


Where all the ſoul of man within him dies; 


Dies to each great deſign, the minion tame 


Of guilty power, the ſlave of ſin and ſhame. 


For THEE, what hardſhips would the bold endure ? 
How brave the vengeance of oppreſſive pow'r ! 
How, following fierce thro? toil, war, bonds, and death, 
Reſound the onſet with their lateſt breath! 
Vnconquer'd ſtruggle, or, ſhould freedom bleed, 
Sink, crown'd with glory, mid the honour'd dead. 
B Deſcend, 


* 
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Deſcend, dread Goddeſt of the fearleſs eye! 


Come from eternal ſplendors, from on high! _ 
To ſhield the nations from deſpotic pride, 

From rage and violence, uſurping wide: 

And teach them, rais'd to guard, with manly grace, 
The native rights and honours of their race. 
Dread Goddeſs, riſe ! Extend thine equal reign 
From fartheſt Ind' to Zembla's freezing main: 
But chiefly hover with benignant ſmiles, 

Where *mid old ocean tow'r the Britiſh ifles ; 
Where thy true race, of mind and courage high, 
Repel the yoke of waſteful ſlavery. 


While dreadful o'er the ſubject waves is hurl'd, 


Like Heav*n's, their thund'ring ſtorm to ſhake a guilty 
world. | | 


a” 


Here fix thy ſeat, and blaze with Roman flame, 
In ſenates bold no tyrant arts could tame: | 
Rouze them to feel for the atrocious deed; + 
Brandiſh thy terrors at the guilty head : 

From mean ſubmiſſion vindicate the land, 
And give the vengeance to thy dauntleſs band: 
Till 


— 
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Till lawlefs rage and faction be no more, 


And foreign tyrants own Britannia's pow'r; 

Whoſe PRINCE and people prop the general cauſe, 
Supporting and ſupported by the laws; 

While ſavage bondage driv'n abroad to reign, 


Feels her own ſcourge, and bites her iron chain. 


Ye generous Bx1ToONs! could this verſe avail 


To rouſe your rage at ſuff ring Virtue's tale; | 

Then might the wretched, ſtruggling with their fate, 
Revere thine arm, which props each falling ſtate ; 
Aſſert their rights beneath thy guardian care, 

And taſte the ſweets which you profuſely ſhare, 


But whither would my wayward fancy rove ? 
Inrich'd with wiſdom and with virtue's Jove, 
Paoli reſts in hope; nor aught abates 
Of this prime anchor *mid the trowning fates. 

Ye mean uſurpers, infolent through pow'r! 
Hang forth your trophies from Alleria tow'r! 
Raze Freedom's ſeat ! and when her ſons complain, 


Load them to groan beneath a heavier chain ! 


Bluſter, 


(85) 
Bluſter, ye Fates! ye ſtormy ſquadrons, riſe! 
And ſound the charge with thunder's dreadful voice! 
The i//and trembles ; but, eſtranged from fear, 
Her pilot looks beyond where brightning ſkies appear; 


Where radiant hope breaks o'er the ocean ſtream, 
To gild her ſhores, like Phoſphor's orient beam. 


Meanwhile, exil'd from all the great can boaſt, 
From friends, from kindred, from your native coaſt : 
* Honour'd and ſafe, by Thames fam'd ſtream repoſe, 
Nor dread the guile of Cyrna's vengeful toes, 

Fair Albion joys thy kindred foul to trace, 
And ſpeaks her welcome with a fond embrace: 
Unfolds 


It will ever be remembered, with regret, how, after a bloody cam. 
paign, the French army intirely reduced the brave Corficans. Paoli 
LS beſet with traitors and aſſaſſins, the pack ſet on by law. 
leſs power to hunt down the brave and unfortunate) left the Iſland, 
where he could continue no longer with advantage to his Countrymen. 

Landing in Italy, he paſſed through ſeveral ſtates, where he was en- 
tertained with reſpect, and at length took refuge in England. 

There all ranks ſeemed to contend in paying homage to Fortitude 
and Freedom in the Perſon of the great Paoli. He was carried to 
St JaMEes's, and there courteouſly received; ſuitable apartments were 
him; the chief of the nobility attended his levee ; and, where- 
ever he paſſed, the people followed the HRO with public honours and 
applauſe. , | 5 
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Unfolds her gates, the Bxave Man's ſanRuary, 

To ſhelter worth, and freedom fled with thee. 

Her circ'ling ſeas a ſhining bulwark ſtand 

To ſhield the patriot ſcap'd from Pharaoh's hand. 
Here, while the tempeſts lour, and Bourbon waits, 
The hir'd aſſaſſin of weak Latian ſtates : 

The mem'ry of thy country's wrongs efface 

In great deſigns, to ſave a ſinking race; 4 
To pour the lenitive, with healing hand, 

In aching wounds that rankle thro? the land; 

And form with Roman ſkill the Cyrnean race, 

Mid war's alarum taught the arts of peace. 

Here whet thy rage, that when the hour ſhall come, 
When righteous heav'n ſhall ſeal the tyrant's doom, 
PaoLI may in awful vengeance riſe, 


To cruſh the proud, like thunder from the ſkies. 


And what may ſooth the brave, thy public cauſe 
Secures thee Britain's wonder and applauſe : 
Her PEERs, the pride and bulwark of the land, 
The $0Ns of freedom give thee friendſhip's hand. 
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Prercy, and princely Dovesss foremoſt fund 
To tame the dragon, foil'd with many an wound: 
The ſcourge of tyrants grace thy modeſt gate, 


To mourn with thee fad Cyrna's ruin'd ſtate. 
Behold! they come! PeMBROKE, of gallant ſoul! 

Thy pangs to ſoothe, thy Cyrna's foes oontroul: 
RocHroRD, to ev'ry courtly grace ally'd ; 
RocHroRD, the BRAVE MAx's friend, and early try'd. 


See! CALEDONIA, once depreſs'd and low, 
When pow'r and flav*ry forc'd the brave to bow, 
Exalts her tow'ring front, and haſtes to greet 
The cauſe of liberty, with rev'rence meet; 

Admires in thee the fire which blaz'd of old 

In GRE ME, in BxUcCEg, in DovucLas firm and bold, 
Who toil'd for ScoTLAND in the throat of death, 
And peald her triumph with his lateſt breath. 

Her cities hail thee, and her ſenates wait 


T* inroll thy name with chiefs and patriots great. 


See HIM! whom genius and true worth adorn, 


And early wreaths, from ſtern oppreſſion torn ; 
Who, 


1 


Who, rous'd by freedom's and by virtue's flame, 
Firſt heard the clarion peal PaorL 1's name: 


Left learned caſe and ALBTO's bliſoful ſhore, 


In oiſtant climes thy fortunes to explore: 

There brav'd infeſted ſeas, nor fear'd ro go 

Thro* hoſtile camps throng'd dire with freedom's foe, 
Till every peril paſt, *mid fire and ſword, 

Glad“ BoswELL haiPd high Cyrna's warlike Lokp. 


He hop'd to ſce THY righteous cauſe prevail, 
And ſullen bondage mourn her ſinking ſcale; 
Rehears'd the annals of Tar riſing ſtate, 


And leagu'd with Princes to avert her fate. 


But 


This young Gentleman, who is Heir to an ample fortune in the 
welt of Scotland, diſtinguiſhed himfelt very early by his warm attach. 
ment to every good cauſe, and more particularly by his Writings in de- 
fence of Dou As, and of the Baavs Coyrsicans. Animated by a 
very ſingular enthuſiaſm, he left London in the ſpring 1765, and under. 
took a long and hazardous journey, that he might viſit and connect a 
friendſhip with the great Paoli, who was then ſtruggling to ſupport 
his Country againſt the united 4roops of France and Genoa. 

This enterpriſing Expedition of the Sieur B>3zWwEeLL drew after bim 
the notice not only of the Literati, bur likewiſe of all the neighbour- 
ing ſtates, who now conſidered him as vn embaſſy from the Court of 
Britain about to interpoſe in favents of the brave !{landers. The nar- 
rative of his travels to Corſica, and particularly of the conſternation and 
jealouſy of the Genoeſe Senators, is both intereſting and full of 23 
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But now an exile from Tar tribes, oppreſt 
With ev'ry pang which rends THY patriot breaſt ; 
True cordial friendſhip glowing in Es face, 
In grief and joy he claims THY warm embrace: 
Invokes high heav'n to vindicate THY right, 
And rouſes Europe to the glorious fight. 

So when proud Ceſar ſtretch'd his iron rod, 
Expelling freedom from her fam'd abode: 
The Mauritanian, ſmit with virtue's charms, 
Ador'd the Goddeſs in her Cato's arms; 
Arrang'd his myriads, kindling at the call, 
To humble Ceſar, or with Cato fall. 


Thus I, the follower of the tuneful croud, 
By winding Forth rehearſe my ſonnets rude; 
Nor rich to aid. nor powerful to redreſs, 
The Muſe may mourn with greatneſs in diſtreſs : | 

| Breath 


From the neareſt ſhore of Italy he croſſed over to Corſica, where the 
fea was beſet with the enemy's ſhips. He was ſeveral times in the 
French camp, and, as he takes notice in his letter to the learned and 
philoſophic Rouſſeau, in imminent danger of being puniſhed as a ſpy. 
After induring many hardſhips in a country which was all mountai. 
nous, and then the ſeat of war, he puſhed bis way acroſs the Iſland, 
over almoſt inacceſſible hills, and, having paſſed through much danger 
and fatigue, was at length introduced into the tent of the great Pa Li. 
Zee the late Hiſtory of Corſica, by J. BoswEzLL, Eſq;. ö 
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Breath her oraifon; nor in bluſhes hide, 
Aw'd by the frown of infolence and pride. 
The ſacred ſtrains, to worth and freedom due, 
PaoLI! borfow dignity from you. 

The tears we ſhed when injur'd nations groan, 
Mount with their ery to theiceleſtial throne. 


Nor lacks the Muſe her burthen to complain ; 


The lot of man is ſtamped with grief and pain. 

And ſhe has mourn'd fell malice? poiſon'd dart, 

And galling ſcorn, which gnaws the conſcious heart; 

And foul ingratitude, the worſt of crimes, 

To blaſt fair honour tried in bitter times, 

Of theſe ſhe well could plain her baleful ſong, 

But patience-checks, and other cares belong: 

To tend the charge the Sov*REIGN SHEPHERD gave, 

To feed my flock along the briny wave; 

To watch their ſafety from the prouling croud, 

But moſt from Man, oppreſſive, falſe, and proud. 

There, whilſt they haply brouze the wholeſome flow'r, 

On ſunny cliff, or ſport the harmleſs hour, 
D Nor 


=), 


I 4 my paſtoral reed, and — . 
To charm wild eccho with my ruſtic lyre. 


Or wand'ring, penſive, hear the brave complain, 
And conſecrate to Cyrna's CHIEF the ſtrain, | 
Nor ſelfiſh ſhall the Muſe's numbers flow 

In partial Plain, bat for the public moe. 

The wrongs of outrage we have learn'd to bear; : 
Have learn'd to feel for wor th, and give the tear, 
The ſacred tear o'er ſuff ing greatneſs ſhed, 

When anxious BRITAIN veiPd her mournful head; 
And pierc'd with horror at MaT1LDa's fate, 


Look'd on her Loxp the GVARDTAN of the ſtate. 


This ſhould RE read, the GREAT whom I revere, 
And follow ſtill with heart eſtranged from fear, 
With loyal heart, 1s noble sou will riſe 
In indignation at the Muſe's voice; 

To aid the cauſe by Bx1Tarn's ſons belov'd, 
And right his friend in ev'ry fortune prov'd. | 
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